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INTRODUCTION 

OUR  dogs  !    Faithful  companions  of  a 
life  which  they  venerate  without  under- 
standing !     Indulgent    friends,    whose 
constant  adoration  compels  the  affection  of 
the  most  unwilling  ! 

Are  we  so  greedy  of  love  that  we  needs 
must  cherish  and  encourage  the  offering  of 
these  poor  unconscious  hearts  ?  Are  we  so 
athirst  for  domination  that  it  pleases  us  to 
play  towards  these  ingenuous  minds  the  part 
of  a  god  dispensing  punishments  and  favours  ? 
We  understand  the  watch-dog,  the  guardian 
who  lies  awake  in  the  darkness,  to  signal 
the  approach  of  intruders.  Our  hearts  are 
touched  by  the  devotion  of  the  blind  man's 
dog,  by  the  self-abnegation  of  the  pointer,  the 
retriever.  We  respect  the  sheep-dog,  who 
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watches  over  the  flock  ;  the  dog  of  Flanders, 
who  is  the  poor  man's  horse,  carefully  pursu- 
ing his  strenuous  calling  ;  and  we  marvel  at 
the  police-dog,  who  fulfils  his  noblest  of  all 
missions  in  seeking  upon  the  battle-field  the 
bodies  of  his  immolated  gods. 

But  these  worthy  quadrupeds  are  in  the 
canine  world  what  officials,  manufacturers, 
merchants,  clergy  and  their  like  are  in  our 
human  society,  in  a  word,  the  "necessary 
cog-wheels  "  of  our  community.  Now,  being 
neither  a  blind  man  nor  a  sportsman,  neither 
a  shepherd  nor  a  soldier,  I  have  been  able 
to  consider  these  deserving  animals  only  from 
a  distance  ;  and  I  shall  speak  merely  of  those 
who  must,  in  their  own  world,  be  regarded  as 
vagabonds,  idlers,  oddities,  or  philosophers, 
that  is,  as  the  riff-raff  of  canine  society.  Our 
dogs  cultivated  no  other  virtues  than  those 
of  the  heart  ;  and  they  understood  how  to 
make  themselves  beloved.  In  truth  I  cannot 
tell  you  why  they  were  loved  ;  but  do  we  ever 
know  why  we  love  and  are  we  to  be  more 
exacting  towards  animals  than  towards 
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men  ?  My  friend  Golaud,  who  lies  beside  me 
as  I  write,  a  friend  whom  the  fullness  of  years 
is  making  ever  more  tyrannical,  disturbs  me 
continually  and  affords  me  little  pleasure. 
Our  relations  are  not  unlike  the  ties  which 
unite  a  concierge  and  his  tenants,  with  this 
difference,  that  human  beings  commonly 
know  why  they  go  out  of  doors  and  return, 
whereas  I  find  it  difficult  to  understand  the 
motives  that  alternately  and  perpetually 
prompt  Golaud  to  go  out  when  he  is  in  and  to 
come  in  when  he  is  out.  .  .  .  But  we  must 
not  anticipate  events.  I  wish  in  these  pages 
to  do  homage  to  all  our  faithful  companions  ; 
and  I  must  travel  some  distance  into  the  past 
to  find  the  first  of  that  touching  dynasty. 

GEORGETTE  LEBLANC 
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CHAPTER  I 
LOUIS  THE  DEBONNAIRE 


CHAPTER  I 
LOUIS  THE  DEBONNAIRE 


LOUIS,    the  Pomeranian,   was   already 
past  the  prime  of  life  when  I  saw  him 
for  the  first  time.     His  face  and  body 
were    buried    under    an 
enormous  fleece,  so  that 
Louis    threw    his  whole 
soul,    his    incontestably 
sensitive    soul,    into    all 
the  various   expressions 
of    which    the    glorious     \J  V 
plume    that    completed 
his  winter  costume  was 
capable.     His   master, 
when  he  introduced  him 
to    me,    said,    "  He's   a 
good  dog  ;  "   and  I  am  bound  to  admit,  as  I 
glance  back  over  his  reign,  a  fairly  long  one, 
that  I  do  not  see  him  in  the  bright  light  of 


Louis  THE  DEBONNAIRE. 
His  face   and  body   were 


buried   under 
mous  fleece. 


an   enor- 
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any  remarkable  trait  or  incident.     He   was 
just  "  a  good  dog." 

Quiet,  upright  natures  do  not  attract 
events. 

Once  only  did  Destiny  set  the  Pomeranian 
a  problem  whose  solution  involved  the  happi- 
ness or  unhappiness  of  his  life.  In  solving  it 

he  gave  proof  of  that 
practical  common -sense 
and  sagacity  which  never 
betrayed  him  during  his 
long  career. 

While  still  an  unthink- 
ing ball  of  wool,  Louis 
was  offered,  in  payment 

f°r  a  PlctUre>  tO  a  y°U^ 

painter  of  Ghent,  who  at 
that  time  was  living  in 
the  gay  if  sordid  students'  quarter.  Thus 
it  was  that  his  judicial  mind  awoke  to  life 
in  the  midst  of  disorder  :  a  strange  caprice 
of  chance,  which  encourages  our  good  quali- 
ties by  contrary  examples.  Louis  was  by 
nature  a  quiet  dog  and  found  himself  sur- 
rounded by  excitement ;  he  was  inclined  to 
wisdom  and  sobriety,  neither  of  which  was 
practised  in  his  environment ;  he  had  serious 


He  was  inclined  to  wisdom 
and  sobriety. 
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tastes,  whereas  his  young  master  cared  for 
nothing  but  pleasure !  He  was  clean  and 
conscientious;  and  he  did  not  know  where 
in  the  studio  to  sit  down,  or  meditate,  or  go 
to  bed  ;  he  had  no  rug,  no  basket  in  which 
to  take  his  rest. 

Louis  was  punctual :  punctuality  is  the 
basis  of  canine  philosophy.  Every  self- 
respecting  dog  learns,  before  anything  else, 
to  know  the  hours  when  his  meals  are  served. 
Alas,  there  were  days  without  any  meals  in 
his  first  home  ;  and,  as  he  sat  contemplating 
his  meagre  mess,  he  used  bitterly  to  reflect 
upon  his  master's  excessive  detachment  from 
terrestrial  joys ! 

At  the  age  of  two,  being  then  in  full  posses- 
sion of  his  faculties,  Louis  had  formed  his 
own  conception  of  the  world,  which  he  was 
very  soon  to  reveal. 

Place,  a  cafe  at  Ghent ;  day,  a  certain 
Sunday.  The  dog,  seated  on  a  bench,  is  gaz- 
ing out  of  the  window.  The  Place  d'Armes, 
the  social  centre  of  the  ancient  city,  presents 
a  lively  scene.  Around  a  band-stand,  in  which 
the  musicians  are  doing  their  utmost,  a  crowd 
is  indefatigably  circling.  Only  those  who 
have  never  lived  in  a  provincial  town  can 
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fail  to  understand  the  importance  of  this 
custom. 

Round  and  round  they  saunter  ;  and  busi- 
ness affairs  are  settled,  marriages  arranged. 
Round  once  more ;  and  reconciliations  are 
effected  or  quarrels  enhanced.  Round  they 
go  ;  and  at  each  revolution  glances  meet, 
smile  calls  to  smile.  Round  again  ;  and  the 
young  men  brush  against  the  maidens  as 
they  pass,  while,  under  the  ancient  trees 
of  the  square,  the  stealthy  darkness  falls 
hurriedly. 

Louis  does  not  listen  to  the  remarks 
which  his  master  exchanges  with  his  friends. 
Is  it  not  always  the  same  thing  ?  Pictures, 
exhibitions,  books,  poems,  newspapers,  re- 
views ?  Useless  and  contemptible  interests, 
the  worthy  dog  says  to  himself  :  would  it 
not  be  much  more  sensible  if  they  con- 
cerned themselves  with  the  comfort  of  their 
homes  and,  above  all,  their  food  ?  He  feels 
depressed  ;  he  throws  a  last  glance  over  the 
square,  now  deserted  and  silent.  He  sighs ; 
he  crouches  at  full  length,  adjusting  his 
pointed  muzzle  between  his  two  fore-paws, 
and  closes  his  eyes,  to  dream  the  eternal 
dream  of  a  sumptuous  feast.  But  suddenly 
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he  pricks  up  his  ears.  They  are  speaking 
of  him  in  animated  terms  : 

"  Oh,  he's  a  capital  dog  !  "  says  his  master. 
"  But  he's  a  nuisance  :  I  haven't  the  food 
for  him." 

"  He's  a  handsome  dog ;  he's  a  true 
Pomeranian,"  some  one  replies. 

But  a  third  voice  addresses  Louis  directly  : 

"  Would  you  like  to  come  with  me  ?  " 

It  is  the  voice  of  Destiny  ! 

"  Done !  "  cries  the  painter,  delighted. 
"  If  you  like,  you  can  have  him  for  two 
louis." 

There  is  a  musical  tinkling  on  the  marble 
table  ;  and  Louis'  existence  is  completely 
transformed. 

"He'll  try  to  follow  me,"  says  the  old 
master  to  the  new.  "  He's  such  a  faithful 
beggar  ;  and  I  have  no  lead." 

While  some  one  asks  for  a  length  of  cord, 
Louis  is  reflecting  ;  the  precaution  tickles 
him.  He  ought  perhaps  to  betray  some 
emotion  ;  and  yet  why  should  he  ?  He  has 
nothing  to  lose  ;  his  philosophy  is  equal  to 
any  demand  made  upon  it.  Still,  if  poverty 
had  not  taught  him  to  be  niggardly  of  hope, 
he  would  take  a  certain  pleasure  in  sniffing 
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at  his  new  master's  comfortable  overcoat. 
I  have  already  told  you  that  he  was  born  dis- 
creet and  practical. 

Soon  he  was  trotting  at  Maeterlinck's  heels, 
with  his  muzzle  down  and  his  tail  up,  his 
habitual  bearing.  Together  they  strolled 
through  the  dark  streets  ;  the  air  was  damp 
and  the  pavement  slippery  ;  they  had  to  walk 
carefully. 

A  sudden  halt  ;  and  Louis'  nose  collided 
with  one  of  his  god's  feet.  What  was  the 
matter  ?  Nothing  of  importance  :  the 
master  had  stopped  to  speak  to  a  friend. 
They  were  standing  in  the  light  of  a  street 
lamp.  The  new-comer  was  speaking  ex- 
citedly of  his  latest  book  of  verse. 

"  Another  poet !  "  muttered  Louis  to  him- 
self. 

A  moment  later  his  master  resumed  his 
walk.  Yes,  it  was  certainly  a  fine  overcoat ; 
but  Louis  had  a  suspicion  that  his  change  of 
master  did  not  imply  a  change  of  society. 


At  this  period  of  our  story,   Maeterlinck 
was  living  with  his  parents  in  one  of  those 
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spacious,  friendly  houses  which  are  not  to 
be  found  save  in  the  provinces.  Everything 
about  it  spoke  of  order  and  tranquillity.  The 
well-warmed  entrance-hall  was  bright  and 
cheerful.  Beside  a  stand  filled  with  green 
plants,  the  stairs  ascended,  polished  as  a 
mirror.  The  drawing-room,  an  inaccessible 
sanctuary,  was  opened  only  on  birthdays 
and  other  festive  or  ceremonial  occasions  ; 
its  furniture  slept  in  white  winding-sheets ; 
and  the  family-portraits,  in  their  gilt  frames, 
wore  a  melancholy  smile.  The  dining-room, 
on  the  other  hand,  almost  obtruded  its 
existence  upon  you  ;  it  opened  at  the  back 
of  the  hall  in  a  wide,  welcoming  bay  and 
displayed,  behind  the  glass  panes  of  the  cup- 
boards, great  heavy  pieces  of  rotund,  shiny 
plate.  One  felt  that  the  important  acts  of 
everyday  life  were  accomplished  in  this 
room.  A  tray  was  laid  on  the  table,  for 
this  was  Flanders,  where  hospitality  is  the 
first  of  duties  and  where  refreshment  awaits 
the  possible  visitor  at  every  hour  of  the 
day. 

From  all  this  we  may  imagine  what  Louis 
must  have  felt  on  entering  Maeterlinck's 
home.  But  it  was  seven  o'clock  in  the 
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evening  ;  and,  at  the  sacred  hours  of  meals, 
the  doors  of  the  dining-room  were  kept 
respectfully  closed.  But  did  not  its  very 
soul  exhale  from  those  doors,  divinely  tickling 
the  nostrils  of  our  friend  and  revealing  the 
measure  of  the  joys  which  awaited  him  in 
this  new  home  ? 

Louis  quivered  with  content.  Each  mo- 
ment brought  with  it  a  fresh  rapture. 
Servants  humoured  him,  calling  him  by  the 
tenderest  names.  A  lady  bent  over  him  in 
kindly  curiosity.  This  was  a  very  important 
moment ;  for,  if  the  master  is  an  all-powerful 
god,  the  mistress  is  a  tutelary  goddess.  You 
do  not  respect  her,  but  you  love  her.  She 
is  the  kind  and  indulgent  mother,  who 
arranges  matters  when  you  are  in  a  scrape. 

Louis  examined  the  goddess.  She  wore  a 
silk  gown  and  a  gold  chain  ;  there  was  no 
doubt  about  it,  she  was  a  lady  ! 

That  she  was  small  and  slender  ;  that  her 
face  was  pleasant  but  a  little  vague  ;  that 
her  smooth  chestnut  hair  framed  eyes  of  a 
faded  blue  :  all  this  mattered  nothing,  was 
of  no  importance  to  a  dog  ;  for  dogs  form 
judgments  more  surely  than  men.  They 
employ  for  this  purpose  none  of  the  poor 
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instruments  that  lead  you  and  me  astray, 
such  as  observation,  reason,  or  experience. 
Their  instinct  is  unfettered  ;  and  it  never 
betrays  them.  They  know  who  will  love 
them  of  his  own  accord  ;  they  guess  whose 
affections  they  will  have  to  conquer.  This 
is  why  Louis,  with  a  triumphant  cock  to  his 
plumy  tail,  passed  negligently  by  the  mistress 
of  the  house,  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  for- 
midable individual  who,  at  this  moment, 
seated  at  the  family  table,  was  carving  a 
magnificent  joint. 

This  individual  was  growling  : 

"  What  do  we  want  with  a  dog  in  the 
house  ?  Is  it  a  reasonable  excuse  for  inter- 
rupting our  meals,  for  upsetting  all  the  ways 
of  the  household  ?  ': 

He  was  a  just  man  and  a  kindly.  He 
loved  dogs  and  Louis  did  not  displease  him  ; 
but  of  course  he  had  to  growl,  in  order  to 
assert  his  power  !  Punish  his  children,  lec- 
ture his  wife,  reprimand  his  servants,  scold, 
grumble,  disapprove  :  all  these  things  must 
a  man  do,  he  would  tell  himself,  if  he  would 
preserve  order  in  his  home. 

"  I  was  right !  "  thought  the  new-comer. 
"This  is  God  the  Father!  With  him  I 
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must  be  on  good  terms  ;  and  the  sooner  the 
better." 

Louis'  attitude  expressed  the  most  humble 
respect. 

It  was  as  well.  The  countenance  of  God 
the  Father,  at  that  moment,  was  expressive 
of  the  most  lively  discontent.  His  thick 
grey  eyebrows  met  together,  masking  his 
gaze,  as  though  to  rob  it  for  a  brief  spell  of 
its  habitual  benevolence.  Thunder  sat  upon 
his  forehead  and  in  his  flexible  eyebrows, 
whose  eloquence  revealed  each  movement 
of  his  mind.  The  line  of  the  stern,  imperious 
nose  was  also  far  from  reassuring ;  but 
the  mouth  beneath  it  was  friendly  and 
adorned  with  a  moustache  that  seemed  full  of 
geniality. 

It  was  a  dramatic  moment  for  our  worthy 
Louis,  though  he  did  not  realize  its  full  im- 
portance, for  he  was  better  able  to  guess  at 
the  inner  man  than  to  judge  from  outward 
appearances.  And  therefore  he  knew  at  once 
that  God  the  Father,  for  all  his  thunders, 
had  not  an  ounce  of  ill-nature  in  his  heart ; 
and,  without  a  tremor,  Louis  sat  down 
beside  his  chair. 

By   this   action   he    intended   to    do   him 
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honour.  At  the  same  time  it  brought  him 
nearer  to  the  joint.  Canine  homage  is  never 
quite  void  of  self-interest. 

Peace  was  quickly  made.  The  dog  won 
sympathy  by  his  good  behaviour  and  his 
discretion.  Moreover,  however  annoying  the 
event  that  dared  to  disturb  the  sacred  hour  of 
dinner,  was  it  fair  to  hold  the  innocent  beast 
responsible  ?  God  the  Father  thought  it 
more  equitable  to  vent  his  ill-humour  upon 
his  son  and  his  wife,  who  were  certainly 
accomplices  in  the  crime. 

After  dinner,  the  new-comer  was  installed 
as  a  member  of  the  household.  He  was 
taken  to  the  kitchen.  It  was  a  dazzling 
experience  !  The  maids  were  beginning  their 
meal.  As  for  Louis,  he  began  his  all  over 
again.  It  was  a  regular  debauch.  He  went 
from  one  maid  to  the  other  and  received, 
accompanied  by  the  most  endearing  words, 
meat,  cheese  and  even  cakes  !  Then,  after  a 
short  walk  along  a  charming  street,  he  was  put 
to  bed  in  the  kitchen,  near  the  stove,  on  a 
soft  rug  laid  there  especially  for  him  ! 

It  was  very  late  before  he  slept,  for  his 
digestion  caused  him  a  good  deal  of  trouble  ; 
but  then  he  had  so  much  to  think  about  ! 
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Early  in  the  morning,  his  master  called 
him.  He  came  running  to  him  joyfully,  as 
though  the  ties  between  them  had  existed 
from  childhood  !  He  recognized  his  voice  ! 
Yes,  yes,  this  was  his  master  !  The  real 
master,  the  one  and  only  master,  the  one  who, 
on  the  day  before,  had  delivered  him  from 
poverty,  the  young  god,  with  the  comfortable 
overcoat,  in  whom  he  had  at  once  divined  a 
friend  !  He  ran  upstairs  at  the  full  speed  of 
his  four  paws,  arriving  breathless,  panting, 
in  an  ecstasy  of  delight,  and  threw  himself 
upon  his  master,  making  him  a  gift  of  his 
whole  canine  being.  The  master  announced 
that  he  was  going  for  a  long  walk  and  took  up 
a  lead. 

But  what  need  was  there  of  a  lead  ? 
Hardly  had  the  door  closed  behind  them  when 
the  dog  questioned  his  god  with  a  calm  and 
serious  gaze  : 

11  Where  are  we  going  ?  "  he  seemed  to  say. 
"  I  am  ready  to  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the 
world." 

There  was  no  doubting  his  submissiveness 
or  his  respect.  As  on  the  night  before,  of  his 
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own  accord  he  took  up  his  position  at  his 
master's  heels. 

The  sun  was  rising,  a  Flemish  sun,  a 
crafty  and  indeterminate  sort  of  sun,  which 
allows  you  to  look  it  right  in  the  face  and 
gives  you  reason  both  to  hope  and  to  despair. 
But  Maeterlinck,  who  knows  that  sun  of  old, 
knows  that  it  will  keep  its  promises  this  day 
and,  with  his  pipe  between  his  teeth,  makes 
his  way  towards  the  canaL 

After  crossing  the  town,  the  two  friends 
reach  the  landing-stage.  The  understanding 
between  them  is  quite  perfect  ;  and  Maeter- 
linck congratulates  himself  upon  his  acquisi- 
tion while  musing  upon  the  delightful  land- 
scape. Ah,  those  pleasant  Flemish  canals  ! 
Between  the  trees  that  border  them  they 
stretch  away  in  straight  lines,  like  watery 
turnpike-roads,  gentler  than  the  earth  but 
just  as  safe.  Transparent  highways,  brim- 
ming with  the  image  of  the  skies,  they  seem 
as  though  they  must  lead  to  the  regions  of 
the  blest.  Suddenly  the  peaceful  mirror  is 
troubled  and  a  cool  breeze  breathes  over 
the  water.  The  boat  is  about  to  call ;  a 
few  passengers  have  arrived.  Maeterlinck 
goes  on  board.  The  gangway  is  soon  raised 


16  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

and  the  boat   proceeds.     But  where   is  the 
dog? 

Is  it  heedlessness,  fear,  or  discretion  ?  Louis 
remains  behind.  Fatality  separates  the  two 
friends  at  the  last  moment.  The  dog  is  on 
the  bank  ;  he  sees  his  master  go  away  and  he 
can  do  nothing.  He  cries  and  moans  ;  he 
stands  and  watches  his  happiness  depart  ! 

On  the  deck  of  the  steamer  the  passengers 
follow  the  tragedy  with  interest  : 

"  Pooh,  you'll  find  him  again  !  "  says  one 
of  them. 

But  Maeterlinck  shakes  his  head  : 

"  I'm  afraid  not,"  he  replies.  "  I  have 
only  had  him  since  yesterday.  He  doesn't 
know  me  ;  he  hardly  knows  the  town.  It's 
a  pity  ;  he  was  a  good  dog  !  " 

How  can  we  tell  what  passed  through  Louis' 
mind  ?  Did  he  behold,  receding  with  the 
boat,  the  heavenly  meals,  the  well-warmed 
house,  God  the  Father  and  his  indulgent 
consort,  the  attentive  maids  and  the  kitchen, 
alack,  the  kitchen,  that  gleaming  palace  in 
which  the  memory  of  the  past  was  instantly 
effaced  ? 

What  I  do  know  is  that,  an  hour  later, 
Louis  had  once  more  crossed  the  town  and, 
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patiently  seated  outside  his  new  master's 
house,  was  waiting  for  some  obliging  passer- 
by to  open  the  gate  of  his  chosen  Paradise 
for  him  ! 


After  this  stroke  of  genius,  his  reputation 
was  made.  He  was  treated  with  considera- 
tion. He  was 
surrounded 
with  every 
care ;  and  his 
long  career 
was  spent 
without  mis- 
haps. Of  love, 
the  source  of 
all  anxieties, 

he  knew  nothing.  His  morals,  which  were 
strictly  austere,  saved  him  from  that.  Virtu- 
ous and  chaste,  he  was  endowed  with  such 
modesty  that  the  least  attention  roused  his 
indignation.  Desiring  no  relations  with  his 
kind,  he  fled  from  either  sex  alike,  whereby 
it  was  ascertained,  very  late  in  the  day,  that 
he  himself  belonged  to  the  weaker  sex. 
However,  his  name — or  hers — was  never 


Louis,  patientlyfseated  outsidejhis  new 
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changed,  for  such  a  change  would  have  un- 
settled his  whole  existence  ;  and,  as  Louis  was 
never  fated  to  be  either  wife  or  mother,  the 
proprieties  were  in  no  way  offended. 

He  always  retained  the  memory  of  his 
unhappy  childhood.  Indeed,  I  have  to  admit 
that  he  was  often  lacking  in  generosity, 
for  he  did  not  love  the  poor  and  would  even 
insult  them  with  ferocity.  His  practical 
mind  had  taken  as  its  motto,  "  It  is  the  habit 
that  makes  the  monk." 

At  the  age  of  thirteen,  his  infirmities  became 
too  painful  for  him  to  bear  ;  and  his  god  very 
gently  took  away  his  life.  Louis  made  a 
copious  meal  and,  without  knowing  or  sus- 
pecting, ceased  to  exist. 


CHAPTER  II 
RAYMOND  THE  CLOWN 
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RAYMOND  THE  CLOWN ;   OR,  THE 
CHILDREN'S  ENTERTAINER 


THE  little  world  of  dogs,  though 
subject  to  the  greater  world  of 
mankind,  which  flatters  itself  upon 
its  conscience  and  has  its 
dreams  of  justice,  is 
peopled  with  unfortunates. 
The  victims  of  ill-luck  are 
legion.  There  is  a  destiny 
for  dogs  as  well  as  for  men, 
a  destiny  like  our  own,  RAYMOND  THE  CLOWN. 
which  laughs  at  goodness 
and  beauty  and  all  the  charming  promises  of 
nature. 

This  is  why,  in  spite  of  the  choice  that 
presided  over  the  acquisition  of  our  com- 
panions, I  shall  have  to  trace  the  portraits 
of  several  humble  victims  of  an  adverse  fate. 
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The  first  figure  that  my  memory  evokes, 
after  the  death  of  our  dear  Louis,  is  that  of 
a  diverting  and  easily  diverted  little  demon, 
full  of  sparkle,  life  and  laughter,  given  to 
much  barking,  a  creature  of  infinite  drollery. 
Extremely  gentle  and  affectionate  at  times, 

he  spent  many  a 
half  -hour  on  my 
lap,  motionless 
under  the  book 
or  writing  -  pad 
which  rested  on 
his  pleasant 
brown  head. 
Sometimes  he 
would  venture  to 
turn  a  great  eye 
upon  me,  not  un- 

Hke  ^  f   a 

J 

sentimental  frog. 
Do  you  see  Raymond  now  ?  Only  a  French 
bull-dog  has  an  eye  like  that. 

This  particular  bull-dog's  name  was  Ray- 
mond. Why  ?  Nobody  knows.  He  was 
usually  spoken  of  as  "  the  Nigger  Baby  ;  " 
and  the  reason  for  this  was  obvious  :  the 
wide  grimace  that  uncovered  his  white  teeth  ; 


Raymond  had  a  strange  love  of  dress 
that  made  him  absolutely  human. 
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his  eyes,  of  a  dull  black,  unlit  by  any  reflec- 
tion ;  his  little  nose,  roughly  carved  out  of 
a  scrap  of  ebony,  all  proclaimed  it  aloud. 
Besides,  Raymond  had  a  strange  love  of  dress 
that  made  him  absolutely  human.  When 
he  was  quite  small  and  as  yet  unable  to  walk 
firmly  on  his  short,  bandy  legs,  some  one 
tried  a  baby's  bonnet 
on  him.  He  wore  it 
without  a  sign  of 
impatience.  Next 
day,  perceiving  the 
bonnet  in  a  corner, 
he  took  it  in  his  teeth 
and  carried  it  to  the 
nurse,  who  readily 
put  it  on  him  again, 
for  in  this  headgear 

the  little  bull-dog  delighted  every  one  who 
saw  him.  Another  day,  some  one  draped 
him  in  a  shawl ;  and,  soon  after  this,  he  was 
fully  dressed.  He  loved  it ;  he  was  a  natural 
actor,  a  born  clown.  Disguised  as  a  ballet- 
girl,  jumping  through  a  hoop,  or  wearing  a 
cap  on  his  head,  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
or  frisking  about  in  baby-clothes  with  a  doll 
in  his  front  paws,  he  used  instinctively  to 


He  was  a  natural  actor,  a 
born  clown. 
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stand  on  his  hind -legs,  only  resuming  his 
natural  position  when  people  ceased  to  notice 
him.  Unlike  his  fellows,  he  had  more  vanity 
than  greed  ;  the  presence  of  a  number  of 
persons  acted  on  his  nerves ;  he  was  at  once 
here,  there  and  everywhere,  wild  with  excite- 
ment and  performing  a  thousand  tricks, 
which  he  would  never  have  attempted  in  the 
family-circle.  He  seemed  fully  to  understand 
the  flattery  and  applause  of  laughter. 

What  a  gold-mine  Raymond  would  have 
been  to  a  travelling  showr ! 

When  I  was  a  little  girl,  I  used  to  be  pun- 
ished for  the  excessive  tenderness  of  heart 
that  made  me  scream  and  stamp  my  feet 
in  the  street  whenever  I  saw  a  horse  that 
was  being  beaten  or  a  lost  dog.  For  the 
same  reason,  I  was  forbidden  the  delights  of 
the  fair  and  the  circus,  for,  the  moment  a 
well-trained  animal  appeared,  I  would  utter 
shrill  cries  at  the  thought  of  the  blows  which 
it  must  have  endured  before  arriving  at  such 
a  stage  !  In  later  years,  "  the  Nigger  Baby  " 
upset  all  my  theories.  Work  for  him  was  not 
a  burden  but  a  pleasure.  He  knew  every- 
thing without  learning  anything.  The  first 
time  that  I  held  a  hoop  in  front  of  him,  he 
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hurled  himself  through  it  with  comical  eager- 
ness and  then,  turning  about,  once  more  flung 
himself  through  the  circle,  with  his  eyes 
starting  from  his  head,  his  ears  flapping  and 
his  tongue  hanging  out  of  his  mouth. 

Raymond  may  have  been  the  son  or  grand- 
son of  a  performing  dog.  Why  should  not 
dogs,  as  well  as  men,  be  subject  to  hereditary 
influences  ?  Be  this  as  it  may,  his  was  a 
striking  personality  ;  and  his  originality  was 
encouraged  until  it  led  to  his  undoing. 


I  can  still  see  the  poor  dog  as  he  was  on  the 
glorious  day  that  was  to  seal  his  fate. 

It  was  in  the  country,  on  a  holiday.  The 
village  children  had  been  promised  a  per- 
formance by  Raymond  the  ring-master.  The 
lawn  in  front  of  our  house  represented  the 
arena.  Some  neighbours'  children  had  sur- 
rounded it  with  stakes,  which  were  connected 
by  a  cord  and  surmounted  with  paper  flags. 
The  day  was  fine  ;  the  sun  was  shining  ;  the 
happy  countryside  was  alive  with  song  and 
laughter.  Because  of  a  distribution  of  prizes 
which  had  taken  place  that  afternoon,  the 
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company  was  rather  late  in  assembling.  It 
was  five  o'clock  when  the  school-children,  all 
clad  in  their  Sunday  best,  arrived  two  by 
two,  their  faces  flushed  beneath  the  green 
of  their  wreaths,  a  green  which  clashed  with 
the  tender  tones  of  the  meadows. 

A  big  table  was  laid,  covered  with  cakes, 
fruits  and  sweets.  The  little  girls  and  boys 
soon  forgot  the  stiffness  born  of  their  un- 
accustomed clothes  and  the  pompous  wreaths 
upon  their  heads.  They  danced,  played 
games  and  sang  ;  but  above  all  they  waited  ! 
They  were  waiting  for  the  wonderful  dog  of 
whom  the  whole  neighbourhood  was  talking. 

Here  he  comes !  Joyful,  frisking  with 
impatience,  as  though  understanding  the 
little  triumph  in  store  for  him,  he  rushes  to 
the  basket,  in  the  centre  of  the  ring,  where 
his  toys  are  collected,  together  with  his  dresses 
and  the  hoops  employed  in  his  performances. 

Then,  at  this  solemn  moment,  a  comical 
incident  intervenes.  A  little  girl,  enchanted 
by  the  mere  appearance  of  the  congenial 
performer,  throws  at  him  the  laurel -crown 
that  girds  her  well-greased  locks.  Imprudent 
child,  she  little  knows  the  facetious  bent  of 
our  little  friend !  He  moves  towards  the 
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object  which  takes  him  by  surprise,  walks 
round  it,  inspects  it  gravely  and,  to  express 
the  infallible  soundness  of  his  judgment,  lifts 
a  saucy  and  irreverent  paw. 

Amid  laughter  and  applause  the  perform- 
ance begins.  Raymond  surpasses  himself ; 
by  turns  a  clown,  a  gymnast,  a  ring-master, 
or  an  indefatigable  comic  baby,  he  amuses 
and  astonishes  his  audience.  His  natural 
ardour  imparts  to  all  that  he  does  a  charming 
and  surprising  grace  ;  but,  as  always  when 
outsiders  are  present,  a  sort  of  frenzy  possesses 
him.  I  do  my  best  to  calm  him  and  am 
thankful  when  the  time  comes  for  the  last 
trick,  one  that  amuses  him  particularly.  A 
hoop  is  held  out  to  him  ;  he  hangs  on  to  it 
with  his  powerful  jaws  and  allows  himself  to 
be  swung  round  and  round,  very  quickly, 
till  the  momentum  acquired  extends  his  little 
body,  just  as  though  he  were  flying.  Every- 
body stands  amazed.  But,  suddenly,  Ray- 
mond lets  go.  A  cry  escapes  from  every 
breast.  He  lies  stretched  on  the  ground, 
panting.  What  can  have  happened  ?  He 
has  not  fallen  from  any  height ;  and  the  soft, 
springy  lawn  must  have  broken  the  little 
black  demon's  fall.  I  run  across  to  him,  feel 
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him  all  over,  move  his  legs  one  after  the 
other  ;  he  does  not  groan  or  whimper  ;  there 
are  no  bones  broken.  The  onlookers  are 
reassured  ;  it  can  only  be  an  attack  of  dizzi- 
ness ;  there  is  no  cause  for  alarm. 


Alas,  from  that  day  poor  Raymond  was 
never  the  same  again  !  He  had  lost  his 
sprightly  ways  ;  he  would  drag  himself  pain- 
fully along  the  walks  in  the  garden  ;  and,  the 
the  moment  he  attempted  to  run,  he  checked 
himself  suddenly,  as  though  held  back  by 
some  malign  force. 

How  far  away  were  all  his  delights  !  When 
he  caught  sight  of  his  basket,  he  would  go  up 
to  it  and  seemed  to  sniff  regretfully  at  his 
ball,  his  trapeze  and  his  pretty  costumes. 
He  no  longer  cared  to  be  dressed  up  ;  he  was 
happiest  in  my  arms  ;  and  I  used  to  rock 
him  to  and  fro,  while  his  great,  loving  eyes 
besought  me  to  rid  him  of  his  evil  spell. 

Dogs  cannot  understand  the  helplessness 
of  their  gods,  who  are  unable  to  give  them 
relief  ;  and,  if  their  little  minds  were  capable 
of  receiving  a  gleam  of  light,  they  would  cease 
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to  attribute  to  us  a  power  which  is  only  built 
up  of  their  own  servility. 

Directly  we  returned  to  Paris,  I  took  Ray- 
mond to  a  veterinary  surgeon.  He  had  a 
lesion  of  the  heart.  Every  attempt  would  be 
made  to  save  him.  I  had  to  deceive  his  fond 
affection  in  order  to  leave  him  in  a  stranger's 
hands. 

Next  day,  I  was  told  of  the  grief  which  he 
had  displayed.  But  it  was  essential  that  he 
should  be  kept  under  observation.  I  went 
to  see  him.  After  I  had  called  twice,  his 
physician  asked  me  not  to  come  any  more. 
The  little  creature  felt  too  much  joy  at  seeing 
me,  too  much  sorrow  at  parting  from  me  ; 
his  malady  was  aggravated  by  each  visit. 

Soon  I  heard  that  he  was  refusing  his  food 
and  that  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  give 
him  a  dose  .that  would  set  him  free.  They 
wanted  to  apply  a  little  test,  in  order  to 
measure  his  failing  forces,  and  asked  me  to 
send  him  one  of  my  frocks.  The  moment 
he  smelt  the  stuff  on  which  he  had  so  often 
fallen  asleep,  Raymond  rose  all  quivering, 
wagged  his  tail,  wrinkled  his,  little  nose  and 
fell,  never  again  to  rise,  amid  the  soft,  familiar 
folds. 


CHAPTER  III 
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I  MOURNED  my  dog.  They  told  me,  as 
people  do,  that  I  should  soon  find  another 
as  lovable,  but  I  would  not  allow  this 
and  persisted  in  re- 
gretting my  "  Nigger 
Baby."  It  was  then 
that  a  friend  who  was 
going  away  entrusted 
her  dog  to  me  for 
a  period  of  some 
months.  I  accepted, 
never  suspecting  the  scenes  of  comic  tragedy 
with  which  this  creature  would  punctuate 
my  life. 

He  had  a  kindly  expression,  in  complete 
contradiction  with  the  formidable  look  of  his 
enormous  body.     He  was  a  Bordeaux  mas- 
tiff.    Heavy,  thick-set,  with  a  throat  like  a 
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bull's,  a  wide,  square  back  and  a  massive, 
drooping  head,  he  soon  proved  to  be  obstinacy 
incarnate. 

As  I  stood  before  him,  looking  a  little  non- 
plussed, my  friend  reassured  me  : 

"  Don't  be  afraid  of  him,"  said  she.  "  He 
has  only  one  fault :  he  is  very  timid.  My  son 
trained  him  too  severely.  I  must  warn  you 
of  a  bad  habit  which  he  has  contracted  : 
the  moment  you  call  him  at  all  sharply,  he 
runs  away.  We  have  tried  changing  his 
name,  but  it  makes  no  difference,  for  he  is 
highly  intelligent.  Always  call  him  gently 
and  he'll  obey." 

I  uttered  his  name  in  the  tender  accents 
which  we  employ  when  calling  to  a  cat  : 

"  Achi  .  .  .  ille  !  Come,  Achi  .  .  .  ille, 
co  ...  ome  !  " 

Achille  gazed  at  me  with  that  bored  gaze 
peculiar  to  mastiffs,  his  eyelids  drooping  like 
curtains  on  either  side  of  their  pupils. 

I  had  lingered  so  lovingly,  so  coaxingly,  on 
the  last  syllable  of  his  name,  that  there  was 
certainly  nothing  "impulsive  "  about  it  left. 
The  timid  animal  seemed  satisfied,  for  he 
came  to  me  and  rested  his  monstrous  head 
upon  my  knees.  Flattered  by  this  prompt 
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result,  I  declared  that  Achille  was  charming 
and  promised  my  friend  that  I  would  take 
the  greatest  care  of  him. 


For  the  first  few  days,  all  went  well.  The 
mastiff  was  gentle  and  quiet  as  a  cat ;  and 
I  was  amused  to  find  so  much  amiability 
hidden  beneath  so  threatening  an  aspect. 

Our  misadventures  commenced  when  I 
began  to  take  him  out  with  me  ;  and  yet 
I  could  not  always  keep  him  in  confinement, 
a  powerful  animal  simply  bursting  with 
health  ! 

One  morning,  in  the  country,  we  were 
sauntering  quietly  along  the  field-paths  to- 
wards the  neighbouring  town.  I  was  admir- 
ing Achille' s  good  behaviour,  though  I  pru- 
dently kept  him  on  the  leash.  With  an 
absorbed  expression,  at  once  grumpy  and 
contented,  he  ambled  beside  me  at  a  measured 
pace  ;  and  in  this  fashion  we  had  reached  the 
first  houses  when  suddenly  I  began  to  be 
dragged  hither  and  thither,  from  side  to  side 
of  the  road. 

Feeling  that  I  was  helpless  against  this 
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colossus,  I  was  reflecting  upon  the  best  means 
of  getting  quickly  home,  when  his  sympathies 
were  aroused  by  a  little  dog  which,  at  a  few 
yards'  distance,  was  awaiting  his  master  on 
the  front  steps  of  the  house.  Dragged  for- 
ward then  and  there,  I  stumbled  over  the 
steps  and  fell  in  the  most  ludicrous  fashion 
at  the  feet  of  the  bewildered  stranger. 

In  my  fall  the  leash  had  slipped  from  my 
hand.  I  picked  myself  up  in  a  rage  and, 
perceiving  the  mastiff  displaying  bear-like 
graces  around  the  little  dog,  I  launched 
into  space  just  one  cry  : 

"  Achille  !  " 

In  that  cry  exploded  all  the  fury  which 
I  had  been  repressing  for  the  last  few 
moments ;  and  its  vibrations  were  still 
echoing  from  the  window-panes  of  the  houses 
when  my  Achille,  fleeing  full  tilt,  was  no  more 
than  a  grey  speck  in  a  cloud  of  dust. 

I  am  really  a  little  confused  at  the  events 
that  followed.  They  succeeded  one  another 
with  a  comical  absurdity  worthy  of  a  cine- 
matograph film.  The  stranger,  touched  by 
my  distress,  offered  to  assist  me.  He 
straddled  his  bicycle  and  was  off,  while  I 
started  to  run,  trying  to  explain  that,  above 
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all,  he  must  not  call  the  dog  roughly.  But 
my  voice  was  lost  upon  the  wind.  The 
stranger's  hat  blew  off ;  but  he  was  a  man 
with  a  sense  of  duty  and  did  not  slacken 
speed.  So  we  rushed  on,  he  pedalling  and 
I  running,  while  interested  spectators  began 
to  gather  in  our  wake.  Obviously  we  pre- 
sented a  rather  peculiar  spectacle.  Little 
street-urchins  gleefully  joined  us.  Hearing 
me  cry,  "Achille!"  they  shrieked,  in  every 
key : 

"  We'll  get  your  Achille  for  you  !  " 
We  came  to  a  police-station.  An  over- 
zealous  gendarme  stopped  the  cyclist,  taking 
him  for  a  thief.  He  was  being  questioned 
when  I  came  up.  I  lauded  his  gallantry  ; 
and  he  was  released.  We  resumed  our  course 
amidst  general  hilarity. 

At  last  we  approached  the  mastiff,  who, 
seeing  us  come  from  afar,  mistrusted  our 
intentions.  At  that  moment,  a  crowd  of 
working-men  emerged  from  a  factory.  One  of 
them  was  accompanied  by  a  poodle  carrying 
a  basket.  Achille  looked  him  up  and  down  ; 
and  apparently  this  eminently  sociable  char- 
acter inspired  him  with  a  sudden  dislike,  for, 
just  as  we  were  about  to  fasten  him,  he 
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rushed  at  the  poodle  and  engaged  him  in 
battle.  Vain  attempts  were  made  to  wrest 
the  poodle  from  the  mastiff's  fearsome 
jaws.  Thereupon,  enlightened  by  recent 
events,  I  advanced,  restraining  my  wrath 
as  best  I  could.  My  fists  were  clenched,  my 
voice  was  hoarse,  but  I  spoke  in  a  tender 
murmur  : 

"  Achi  .  .  .  chille  !  My  angel !  My  love  ! 
Darling  Achi  .  .  .  ille,  come,  my  pet !  " 

No  words  could  express  the  grotesque 
pathos  of  the  scene.  There  were  roars  of 
laughter  all  around  me  ;  and  it  required 
real  courage  on  my  part  to  persist  until  the 
animal,  at  last  convinced  of  my  good  in- 
tentions, dropped  the  poor,  bleeding  poodle 
and  came  to  me. 

It  was  some  time  before  I  took  Achille  out 
again  ! 


Not  very  long  after  this  incident,  one  of 
our  sporting  friends  came  to  call.  He  was 
touched  by  the  sight  of  the  mastiff  in  con- 
finement and  offered  to  take  him  in  hand  : 

"  I  undertake  to  train  him  in  a  few  hours," 
he  assured  me. 
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/ 

He  put  a  training-collar  on  the  mastiff,  with 

a  long  cord  attached  to  it ;  and,  after  two 
lessons,  he  returned  in  triumph  : 

"  Achille  understood  at  once  !  "  our  friend 
explained.  "  He's  a  cunning  rogue  !  " 

Achille  was  a  cunning  rogue,  though 
cunning  is  not  exactly  a  quality  which  one 
is  inclined  to  welcome  in  the  canine  race. 
His  trainer  informed  me  : 

"  Now  you  can  call  him  as  loud  as  you  like 
and  he'll  come." 

I  set  out  for  a  walk  in  perfect  confidence, 
avoiding,  however,  the  direction  of  the  town, 
where  kerb-posts,  lamp -posts  and  refuse- 
heaps  offer  so  many  temptations  and  sur- 
prises. Idle  precaution  !  Achille  was  well- 
named  ;  his  was  an  impetuous,  effervescent 
nature.  He  was  a  placid  creature  in  the 
house,  but  out  of  doors  everything  stimulated 
and  excited  him. 

Some  sheep  were  grazing  in  a  field.  The 
failing  daylight  emphasized  the  outlines  of 
their  fat,  round  backs  ;  there  were  very  many 
of  them  and  they  stood  crowded  together 
in  the  tall  grass,  so  that  one  saw  neither  heads 
nor  legs  but  only  a  soft  wave  of  moving  wool. 
This  spectacle  deeply  interested  Achille  ; 


40  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

between  the  heavy  curtains  of  his  eyelids  I 
saw  his  pupils  gleaming  ;  and  his  quivering 
attitude  seemed  to  say  : 

"  If  only  I  could  spread  panic  through  that 
flock  !  " 

With  one  bound  he  leapt  the  bank  that 
skirted  the  road  and  made  for  the  sheep 
at  a  gallop.  I  called  him,  sternly,  once, 
twice,  thrice  ;  and  at  the  third  call  what 
was  my  amazement :  the  great  mastiff  halted 
in  his  tracks  !  He  was  only  a  few  yards  from 
the  flock,  standing  fixed  and  motionless. 
His  combative  ideas  appeared  suddenly  to 
have  evaporated.  I  congratulated  myself 
greatly  when  he  returned  to  me  ;  and  we 
continued  on  our  road. 

The  victory  at  last  won  over  Achille's 
waywardness  filled  me  with  delight.  It  is 
only  fair  to  say  that  Achille  had  valuable 
domestic  qualities  ;  he  was  very  gentle  and 
very  clean  and  upright  in  his  behaviour  ; 
he  never  stole  anything,  for  all  his  greediness. 
He  won  our  affections  ;  I  dare  say  also  that 
we  were  grateful  to  him  for  not  making  an 
improper  use  of  his  terrible  strength. 

So  we  strolled  peacefully  on,  each  pleased 
with  the  other.  We  entered  a  wood,  cool 
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and  mysterious  in  the  twilight.  The  moist 
earth  sent  forth  a  pleasant  fragrance  ;  the 
peace  of  night  was  already  at  hand,  lurking 
under  the  heavy  boughs  and  the  dense 
leafage.  Suddenly,  in  a  clearing,  the  uneasy 
form  of  a  doe  rose  before  me  and  ventured 
on  the  path  which  we  were  following.  In  her 
alarm,  she  broke  into  a  run  ;  but  her  move- 
ments were  painful ;  she  had  doubtless  been 
wounded  by  a  shot.  What  a  temptation 
for  Achille,  with  his  passionate  love  of  game  ! 
I  would  have  held  him  back,  but  that  was 
impossible  !  He  darted  headlong  after  the 
poor  doe.  In  vain  I  called  him  in  tones  of 
desperate  authority  ;  the  path  made  a  sudden 
turn  and  I  hurried  forward,  fearing  to  behold 
a  pitiable  sight.  But  what  a  surprise  awaited 
me  !  Once  again  the  mastiff  had  obeyed  me  ! 
There  he  stood,  in  the  middle  of  the  path, 
his  legs  giving  under  him,  terrified  and 
motionless. 

Before  we  returned  to  the  house,  a  fresh 
ordeal  had  confirmed  my  suspicions.  There  was 
no  longer  any  room  for  doubt ;  and  suddenly 
I  began  to  laugh  to  myself  at  the  cunning  of 
Achille,  a  cunning  of  which  he  himself  was  the 
dupe.  He  had  very  promptly  understood 
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the  threat  of  the  training-collar  ;  and,  believ- 
ing himself  still  afflicted  with  it,  he  stopped 
short,  in  terror,  at  the  precise  length  of  the 
cord  with  which  he  had  been  trained. 

I  knew  therefore  from  that  moment  that 
any  temptation  might  provoke  Achille's 
ardour  with  impunity,  provided  that  it  did 
not  occur  within  a  distance  of  thirty  feet ; 
and,  by  making  continual  calculations,  I 
was  able  to  enjoy  delightful  walks  in  his 
company. 


CHAPTER  IV 

ADHEMAR  THE  MISUNDERSTOOD 


CHAPTER  IV 
ADHEMAR  THE  MISUNDERSTOOD 


I  MUST    apologize     for    speaking    of    a 
dog  who  did  not   fill  any  place   in   our 
lives.      The    few    lines    which    I    shall 
devote  to  him  are  to  some  extent  dictated  by 
remorse.     As  he  was  misunderstood,  I  need 
say  no  more. 


There  are  dogs  with  whom  we  are  not  in 
sympathy.  They  possess  qualities  which  we 
overlook ;  and  we  are  unjust  to  them  without 
knowing  it.  Is  this  on  account  of  some 
unrealized  truth,  or  is  it  rather  the  secret  work 
of  a  thousand  little  unseen  facts  that  throw 
a  dance  of  light  and  shade  over  our  least 
opinions  and  especially  over  those  to  which 
we  do  not  pay  much  attention  ? 

Be    this    as  it  may,   I   have  often  heard 
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Maeterlinck  say  of  some  passing  dog,  "  What 
a  scamp  he  looks  !  "  or,  "  That  dog  has  a 
commonplace  mind,"  or  again,  "  There's  a 
dog  with  vulgar  feelings." 

None  of  all  this  could  be  said  of  the  un- 
fortunate Adhemar  ;  but  he  was  instantly 
described  as  "  crazy,"  "  incoherent  "  and 
"  unsettled."  And  these  insults  were  the 
more  serious  inasmuch  as  they  were  addressed 
to  a  poodle  ! 

The  poodle,  as  we  know,  enjoys  an  undying 
reputation  for  intelligence  and  faithfulness. 
We  were  thus  confronted  with  a  disturbing 
problem.  Could  canine  reputations  be  as  ill- 
founded  as  are  often  the  good  and  evil  fame 
of  human  beings  ? 

In  the  matter  of  intelligence  there  was  no 
doubt  whatever  :  Adhemar  was  stupid  ;  he 
understood  nothing.  The  most  elementary 
principles  of  social  life  were  foreign  to  him ; 
it  was  hopeless  to  look  to  him  for  any  sort  of 
cleanliness  or  good  behaviour.  Feverish  and 
intensely  eager,  he  would  rush  wildly  into 
the  flower-beds,  smashing  the  roses  and  over- 
turning the  flower-vases  without  paying  the 
slightest  heed  to  the  crimes  which  he  was 
committing.  He  was  a  handsome,  graceful, 
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dishevelled-looking  creature  ;  and  his  air  of 
a  poet  of  the  eighteen-thirties  had  earned 
him  a  romantic-sounding  name.  His  silky, 
wavy  hair  wrapped  him  in  a  long,  warm- 
brown  cloak. 

Despite  his  physical  advantages,   we   did 
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His  air  of  a  poet  of  the  eighteen-thirties  had  earned  him 
a  romantic-sounding  name. 

not  take  to  him.  He  struck  us  as  stupid, 
indifferent  and  even  devoid  of  heart.  We 
never  witnessed  its  brief  appearance  ;  and 
his  whole  story  lies  in  his  melancholy  death. 
Adhemar  never  had  a  chance.  Since  we 
dominate  the  world  of  dogs  from  the  lofty 
heights  of  our  judgment,  one  would  think 
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that  we  should  find  it  easy  to  analyse  the 
causes  of  their  various  fortunes.  But  no, 
I  can  throw  no  light  upon  the  obscure  destiny 
of  this  unhappy  poodle.  Once  again  I  must 
draw  a  comic  comparison  between  the  life  of 
the  canine  species  and  the  life  of  the  human 
race,  whose  machinery,  being  subject  to  the 
influence  of  an  infinite  number  of  causes  that 
inevitably  escape  us,  often  bears  no  relation 
to  our  actions  and  desires. 


We  took  Adhemar  to  the  country  with  us, 
in  the  radiant  springtime.  In  the  autumn 
a  neighbour  offered  to  look  after  him  until 
the  following  summer. 

We  were  not  fond  of  him  ;  and  he  did  not 
seem  to  be  attached  to  us.  We  set  out  for 
the  south. 

A  fortnight  later,  we  heard  that  Adhemar 
had  deliberately  starved  himself  to  death. 

He  had  been  misunderstood  ! 


CHAPTER  V 

GASTON  THE  HIGHWAYMAN  AND 
DELPHINE 


CHAPTER  V 

GASTON  THE  HIGHWAYMAN  AND 
DELPHINE  ;  OR,  THE  MATERNAL 
VOCATION 


IN  telling   this   history  I    must    combine 
the  fate  of  two  dogs  of  entirely  opposite 
natures.      Love,     which     brought     them 
together,  changed  the  whole  course  of  their 
lives. 

We  were  then  living  in  what  was  once  the 
rectory  at  Gruchet-Saint-Simeon,  in  Nor- 
mandy. The  tiny  garden,  all  crammed  with 
flowers,  surrounded  the  little  house,  which 
seemed  to  rise  from  a  bed  of  sweet-scented 
blossom.  At  the  back  of  the  house,  under  a 
mantle  of  ivy  and  climbing  nasturtium,  was 
the  kitchen,  a  smiling,  sparkling  kitchen, 
truly  Flemish  in  its  neatness.  Outside  the 
kitchen  was  a  yard  boasting  a  well,  a  wash- 
house  and  a  dog-kennel,  which  remained 
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untenanted,  for  so  far  our  companions,  in- 
variably treated  as  pets  and  not  too  large, 
had  always  lived  with  us  indoors. 


GASTON  THE  HIGHWAYMAN. 


At  the  time  when  my  tale  begins,  I  had 
lost  Raymond  ;  Achille  had  gone  back  to 
his  owner  ;  Adhemar  was  dead  ;  and  Maeter- 
linck had  lately  buried  in  the  kitchen-garden 
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a  little  dog  who  had  died  in  the  flower  of  his 
youth  and  over  whom  he  had  pronounced  a 
beautiful  funeral  oration.1 


It  was  a  fine  morning  in  July.  We  were 
reading  in  the  shade  of  a  thicket  of  hazel- 
bushes,  when  Bamboula,  the  cook,  suddenly 
made  her  appearance  at  the  end  of  a  little 
alley  bordered  with  dwarf  box-hedges.  The 
incident  which  had  brought  her  into  the 
garden  was  obviously  serious,  to  judge  by  the 
unusual  pose  of  her  red  turban  and  the  be- 
wilderment depicted  on  her  black  face.  The 
negress  was  gesticulating  with  her  short  fat 
arms  ;  and  her  barbarous  language  was  more 
absurd  than  ever  : 

"  Missie  !  Missie  !  Come  see  dog  stop  in 
kennel !  " 

For  some  days  Bamboula  had  been  inform- 
ing us  that,  whenever  she  first  entered  the 

1  This  was  Pelleas,  the  little  French  bull-dog,  whose  story 
was  told  by  Maeterlinck  in  his  essay  "  On  the  Death  of  a 
Little  Dog,"  included  in  The  Double  Garden  and  published 
in  a  separate  volume  under  the  title,  in  England,  of  My  Dog 
(George  Allen  &  Unwin,  Ltd.)  and,  in  the  United  States,  of 
Our  Friend  the  Dog  (Dodd,  Mead,  &  Co.,  Inc.)-— A.  T.  de  M. 
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kitchen  in  the  morning,  a  dog  was  occupying 
the  deserted  kennel.  Despite  his  very  valu- 
able collar,  he  had  not  a  prosperous  appear- 
ance ;  he  was  thin.  She  would  give  him 
some  bread,  after  which  he  used  at  once  to 
leap  over  the  wall  of  the  little  yard  and  vanish 
across  country. 

Hitherto  we  had  listened  inattentively  to 
the  negress'  tale,  for  she  was  blessed  with  a 
vivid  imagination  ;  but  now,  all  of  a  sudden, 
the  adventure  seemed  to  be  genuine.  I  ran 
to  the  back  of  the  house.  The  vagabond 
was  there,  solemnly  seated  in  front  of  the 
kennel,  like  a  householder  on  his  threshold. 
I  was  struck  by  his  intelligent  eyes  and  his 
original  expression.  Evidently  this  was  a 
personage  !  I  looked  at  his  collar  ;  it  was 
really  valuable  :  a  heavy  silver  curb  with  a 
clasp  set  with  turquoises.  The  dog  gave  me 
a  friendly  welcome  ;  and  I  must  observe  that 
he  had  a  naturally  haughty  bearing  which 
added  no  little  value  to  his  amiability.  He 
was  not  the  sort  of  fellow  that  would  always 
be  easy  to  get  on  with  ! 

A  strong,  tall,  handsome  creature,  well- 
shaped,  though  his  breed  was  not  pure  :  he 
was  a  cross  between  a  Great  Dane  and  a 
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sleughi,  black  all  over,  with  long,  bright  eyes, 
full  of  trickery  and  audacity,  and  one  white 
patch  on  the  tip  of  his  nose.  He  held  his 
ears  in  a  peculiar  fashion,  one  pricked  up  and 
the  other  hanging,  which  gave  him  a  comical, 
roguish  air. 

The  strange  manner  of  his  arrival,  this  way 
of  planting  himself  upon  us,  of  choosing  his 
masters,  his  handsome  collar,  which  bore  no 
address,  and  his  very  expression,  which  was 
at  once  proud  and  fierce,  all  contributed  to 
make  him  interesting. 

We  decided  to  keep  him.  Bamboula, 
whose  neck  and  arms  were  covered  with 
amulets,  declared  that  this  dog  must  be  a 
fetish  ;  and  she  gave  him  a  royal  feast. 

The  day  passed  uneventfully.  After  mak- 
ing a  good  dinner,  the  stranger  went  to  sleep 
in  the  sun  outside  the  kennel ;  he  seemed 
overcome  with  fatigue.  As  he  lay  there, 
forlorn  but  trusting,  he  looked  the  picture  of 
a  poor  traveller  who  has  at  last  found  a  haven. 

What  a  mistake  !  The  mysterious  animal 
was  soon  to  convince  us  of  his  vagabond 
character. 

When  the  twilight  came,  I  went  into  the 
little  yard  to  tie  up  our  new  guest.  The 
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mist  was  hanging  in  diaphanous  clouds  from 
the  branches  of  the  apple-trees ;  colours  were 
becoming  veiled  in  the  grey  of  evening  ;  the 
distant  call  of  the  peasants  driving  their 
beasts  home  sounded  nearer  than  usual  in 
the  damp  air. 

"  It  will  be  a  cold  night/'  I  said  to  myself. 
"  We  must  have  some  more  straw  put  in  the 
kennel." 

And  I  had  already  called  the  servant,  when 
I  stopped  in  amazement  :  the  dog  was  no 
longer  there  ! 

The  negress  appeared  on  the  kitchen-steps. 
She  had  seen  nothing,  heard  nothing  ;  only  a 
few  minutes  earlier  she  had  awakened  him 
to  give  him  his  slops.  The  dish  was  empty  ; 
the  dog  had  quietly  departed  after  his  supper. 


The  incident  aroused  our  curiosity. 
Maeterlinck  declared  himself  openly  hostile. 
He  worships  dogs  ;  he  has  always  had  dogs 
about  him  ;  but  he  likes  the  conventional 
dog,  submissive  and  dutiful,  looking  to  his 
master  for  everything.  I  spoke  in  vain  in 
defence  of  canine  liberty  : 
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"  Why  should  you  wish  everything  to  be 
subservient  to  our  human  life  ?  '  I  asked. 
"  Is  it  really  so  perfect  that  other  things  must 
be  blindly  adapted  to  it  ?  Ought  we  not  to 
respect  this  dog  for  wishing  to  escape  the 
yoke  of  men  ?  Why  accuse  him  of  a  crime 
when  he  is  doing  nobody  any  harm  ?  I 
expect  the  poor  creature  has  fallen  in  with 
brutes  who  beat  him  ;  and,  instead  of  sub- 
mitting, he  fled." 

It  was  put  to  me,  very  sagely,  in  reply 
that  this  sort  of  thing  could  not  last  and  that 
this  free-thinking  dog  must  be  the  victim  of 
his  own  errors. 

It  is  only  too  true  !  Dogs,  the  dear  things, 
have  long  ago  lost  their  right  to  independ- 
ence !  O  foolish  creatures,  who,  for  your 
love  of  man,  have  denied  your  ancestors  ! 
You  have  left  the  vast  forests,  the  deep 
caverns,  the  fair,  untilled  spaces,  for  tidy 
gardens  and  comfortable  drawing-rooms. 
Poor  wretches  that  you  are  !  Society  had 
but  to  cast  its  stupid,  pitiless  drag-net  over 
you  and  the  thing  was  done  !  Since  that 
time  you  have  shared  the  laws  and  customs  of 
mankind. 

My  curiosity  was   aroused  by   this   most 
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attractive  vagabond.  He  puzzled  and  in- 
terested me.  His  independence  no  doubt 
would  remove  him  from  the  immediate  sphere 
of  my  affections ;  but  how  it  delighted  me  ! 

There  were  two  parties  in  the  house.  The 
old  man-servant  kept  repeating,  with  a  shake 
of  his  solemn  head  : 

"  A  dog  who  won't  put  up  with  a  master, 
he's  like  a  man  without  religion.  He's  no 
good." 

But  the  negress  was  on  my  side  ;  and,  as 
she  was  the  mistress  of  the  little  courtyard 
and  the  keeper  of  the  victuals,  we  hoped  be- 
tween us  to  lure  back  our  visitor. 

Bamboula,  dreaming  and  idle,  used  to  spend 
her  time  sitting  on  the  steps  of  her  kitchen. 
She  would  pass  whole  days  in  shelling  beans, 
with  a  wise  deliberation,  dropping  them  into 
her  apron,  which  made  a  wide  hollow  between 
her  knees  ;  or,  equipped  with  little  wooden 
implements,  she  would  carve  or  stamp 
vegetables  destined  to  adorn  the  soup.  Her 
chief  delight  was  her  gaudy  attire  ;  she  was 
for  ever  changing  the  turban  which  encircled 
her  head,  or  the  gaily-coloured  shawls  which 
she  piled  one  on  top  of  the  other  around  her 
neck.  Above  all,  she  loved  necklaces  made 
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of  gilt  beads  and  long  ear-rings  loaded  with 
imitation  stones  ;  and,  when  I  asked  her  for 
whom  she  took  such  pains,  she  would  answer, 
nodding  her  big  black  face  : 

"  For  God's  little  birds  !  " 

It  was  a  fact  that,  in  spite  of  her  ripe  years 
and  her  unseemly  bulk,  she  was  still  hoping 
to  find  a  husband.  At  twenty  she  had  been 
very  much  in  love  with  a  white  man  who 
figured  in  all  her  stories,  a  flighty  person  un- 
worthy of  esteem.  He  had  promptly  deserted 
her,  but  she  always  spoke  of  him  with  regret 
and  took  pleasure  in  relating  her  bygone  joys 
and  sorrows. 

On  the  evening  of  the  dog's  disappearance, 
as  old  Francois,  our  tenant-farmer,  was  de- 
ploring the  animal's  misbehaviour,  Bamboula 
cried,  with  a  sigh  full  of  indulgence  : 

"  Dog  just  like  my  Gaston  !  " 

To  please  her,  I  promised  her  that  the  dog, 
if  we  succeeded  in  keeping  him,  should  be 
called  Gaston.  She  at  once  declared  that  she 
would  go  to  Mass  at  daybreak  next  morning, 
to  pray  for  the  vagabond's  return.  Then  she 
added  astutely,  with  a  wink  : 

"  After  church  me  put  grand  dinner  in 
front  kennel !  " 
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She  was  a  simple  soul,  but  no  fool ;  and  her 
common  sense  considered  it  safer  not  to  leave 
all  the  work  to  God. 

Gaston  came  back  next  day. 


But  it  may  be  interesting  to  learn  something 
of  the  life  of  an  independent  dog.  Let  us 
follow  the  fickle  Gaston  for  a  while. 

At  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  we  find  him 
ambling  confidently  along  the  misty  highway. 
He  makes  no  stops  ;  but,  for  that  matter,  the 
country-side  offers  few  attractions.  From 
time  to  time,  perhaps,  as  he  passes  a  farm- 
house or  a  cottage,  an  alluring  fragrance 
entices  his  averted  nostrils.  With  incor- 
ruptible nose  and  eyes  that  refuse  to  wander, 
he  journeys  on,  disdaining  temptation  ;  and 
the  metronome  of  his  wiry  tail  seems  to  time 
his  even  footsteps. 

On  a  sloping  bank,  a  lamb  which  has  broken 
its  tether  is  calling  vainly  fgr  its  mother. 
The  dog  quivers  ;  a  tremor  of  desire  passes 
through  his  sinewy  loins.  How  good  it  would 
be  to  leap  upon  the  creature  and  strangle  it  ! 
More  than  once  has  he  entered  a  sheep-fold  : 
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what  red-letter  days  were  those  !  Poultry- 
runs  also  offer  glowing  delights  ;  on  the  other 
hand,  throttling  fowls  is  such  easy  work  ! 
While  making  these  reflections,  the  dog  con- 
tinues on  his  way.  He  has  no  time  to  spare. 
Dogs  possess  an  instinctive  timepiece  which 
never  misleads  them.  Has  Gaston  the  Eman- 
cipated created  duties  for  himself  ? 

Do  we  not  know  that  liberty  is  an  illusion 
and  that  our  heaviest  chains  are  those  which 
we  ourselves  forge  ? 

Gaston  has  renounced  social  life  and  the 
duties  which  it  involves,  but  he  is  not  free, 
for  his  instincts  lead  him  and  he  is  a  creature 
of  fierce  passions.  He  is  the  son  and  grand- 
son of  sleughis  ;  and  those  Arab  dogs  are 
accustomed  to  theft  and  deceit.  The  ways 
of  the  desert  are  in  his  blood  :  he  is  proud 
and  mean  at  the  same  time,  amiable  and 
knavish,  brave  and  cowardly.  Oh,  his  type 
is  rare  enough  in  the  canine  world  ;  and  any 
right-thinking  dog  should  turn  from  him 
with  indignation !  One  or  two,  it  may  be, 
would  envy  him  in  their  secret  hearts,  for 
good  breeding  is  not  without  its  hypocrisies  ; 
but  none,  I  am  certain,  would  consent  to 
own  him  as  a  kinsman  ! 
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Our  vagabond  has  now  travelled  some 
distance  from  the  village  where  we  live.  He 
has  met  a  few  passers-by.  They  do  not  care 
about  him,  they  look  at  him  askance.  Here 
comes  the  rector,  fat,  short  of  breath,  purple 
in  the  face  ;  that  quick  glance  of  his,  under 
his  heavy  eyelids,  takes  in  everything,  while 
appearing  to  see  nothing.  He  threatens 
Gaston  as  the  dog  passes  him  : 

"  You,  if  I  catch  you  one  of  these  days, 
youTl  get  a  famous  thrashing  !  " 

He  stoops  to  pick  up  a  stone,  but  his  great 
stomach  hampers  his  movements  ;  and,  when 
he  straightens  himself  with  difficulty,  the  dog 
is  already  far  away. 

He  meets  the  mayor,  his  enemy ;  the 
schoolmaster,  who  has  sworn  to  have  his 
life  ;  and  then  a  band  of  small  boys,  who  give 
chase  to  him.  At  last  he  reaches  his  goal,  a 
little  village  a  mile  and  a  quarter  from  our 
house. 

Visions  of  delight  fill  his  hazy  mind  ;  in- 
toxicating odours  hang  on  the  surrounding 
air  ;  it  is  the  sacred  hour  of  the  evening  meal. 
There  is  not  a  soul  in  the  square.  Silence 
reigns  ;  one  or  two  outcast  dogs  are  openly 
and  honestly  rummaging  the  refuse-heaps. 
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One  or  two  outcast  dogs. 


Gaston,  to  whom  humility  is  a  stranger, 
entertains  different  ambitions.  He  conceals 
himself  in  a  doorway 
whence  he  is  able  to  sur- 
vey the  smiling  approach 
to  a  pork-butcher's  shop. 
The  shop  is  empty ;  a 
little  wooden  wicket,  sur- 
mounted by  a  bell,  bars 
the  entrance ;  the  pork- 
butcher  and  his  family 
have  retired  to  the  back-room  to  eat  their 
dinner.  It  is  a  matter,  therefore,  of  jumping 
the  wicket  without  shaking 
the  bell.  This  is  nothing  to 
Gaston,  but  he  must  not  be 
seen  !  A  few  of  the  village 
dogs  come  up  to  pay  him 
their  respects ;  they  are  too 
much  afraid  of  him  to  treat 
him  other  than  politely. 

TOO  much  afraid  of  him  He    makes    an    indifferent 
to  treat  him  other  response    to     their    defer- 

than  politely. 


though  uncertain  of  their  discretion. 

The    calm    of    the    evening    gathers    the 
slightest  sounds.     Everything  has  a  voice ; 


64  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

such  faint  noises  as  a  passing  breath  of  air,  a 
flutter  of  wings,  a  whisper  from  the  trees,  are 
like  so  many  blows  to  the  sleughi's  uneasy 
ears  ;  and  he  dare  not  stir. 

But  suddenly,  in  the  distance,  a  long, 
plaintive  howl  rends  the  silence.  Nothing 
can  delay  Gaston  now  :  you  will  soon  know 
why.  He  bounds  towards  the  string  of 
sausages  that  festoons  the  doorway  of  the 
shop,  seizes  two,  three  of  them  and  falls 
upon  a  ham,  which  he  grips  by  the  knuckle- 
bone ;  then,  intoxicated  with  the  joy  of 
thieving,  he  clears  the  wicket  at  a  single 
bound.  .  .  .  But  oh,  misfortune  !  Some- 
thing tugs  at  his  jaws,  the  string  of  sausages 
gets  caught  and  a  shrill  bell  tinkles,  more 
tragic  to  Gaston  than  a  funeral  knell !  The 
hour  of  his  destiny  has  struck  !  Alas,  he 
has  to  abandon  his  treasures  !  He  flees ; 
and  the  alarm  is  given  : 

"  Stop  thief  !  Stop  thief  !  "  cries  the 
pork-butcher,  running  out. 

From  all  the  shops  emerge  excited  families. 
Glass  in  hand,  their  mouths  full,  their  napkins 
tied  about  their  necks,  they  shout  questions 
and  answers  from  door  to  door  : 

11  It's  the  dog  !     It's  that  thief  of  a  dog  ! 
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...  He  was  seen  this  time  !  .  .  .  This' 11  be 
the  end  of  him  !  ...  It's  a  month  now  since 
he's  been  robbing  us  !  .  .  .  It's  a  good  job 
they  caught  him  at  it !  " 

They  forget  their  food  ;  they  laugh  ;  they 
chatter  excitedly  ;  and  everybody  repairs  to 
the  far  end  of  the  square,  to  gaze  down  the 
road  by  which  the  dog  has  escaped,  followed 
by  the  pork-butcher  and  a  regiment  of  boys. 

Night  has  almost  fallen  ;  but  they  can  see 
moving  shadows,  running  shapes  and  yonder, 
by  the  common,  a  group  of  figures  forming 
a  black  mass.  It  moves  this  way.  Distant 
voices,  shouts  and  exclamations  escape  from 
it ;  and  little  by  little  the  clamour  becomes 
articulate.  It  is  a  song  of  triumph  :  the  thief 
has  been  arrested  ! 

A  moment  later,  they  are  congratulating 
the  rural  policeman.  He  comes  up  leading 
the  unhappy  Gaston,  firmly  chained  ;  and 
the  offender  is  led  away  to  prison. 


Next  day,  the  mayor  of  the  village  came 
to  call  on  us.  A  petition  had  been  signed 
by  all  the  inhabitants.  They  demanded  the 

5 
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dog's  deportation,  failing  which  the  police- 
man threatened  to  rid  the  parish  of  his  pres- 
ence. Gaston  was  promptly  condemned  by 
Maeterlinck,  who  did  not  care  twopence  about 
the  brigand  ;  but  the  rustics  were  not  satis- 
fied. One  of  them  claimed  damages  for  a 
slaughtered  goat ;  another  alleged  the  sudden 
death  of  a  rabbit ;  next,  the  grocer  had  lost 
some  tins  of  sardines  from  his  shop,  while 
the  butcher  and,  last  but  not  least,  the 
pork-butcher  complained  of  frequent  and 
incredible  robberies.  An  enquiry  was  in- 
stituted. 

It  was  then  that  I  learnt  something  more 
of  the  life  of  this  singular  dog.  In  accordance 
with  eastern  custom,  he  had  a  harem  of  lady 
friends.  The  strangest  part  of  the  affair  is 
that  he  committed  theft  after  theft  on  their 
behalf.  Scraps  of  grease-spotted  paper  were 
found  in  the  cobbler's  dog-kennel ;  ham- 
bones  in  the  shed  where  the  mayor's  Great 
Dane  slept  at  night ;  and  strings  of  sausages, 
duly  identified  by  the  pork-butcher,  in  a 
kennel  elsewhere.  There  was  no  doubt  about 
it  :  Gaston,  the  lean  and  gaunt,  used  to 
play  the  highwayman  on  behalf  of  his  lady- 
loves ! 
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One  of  them  inspired  him  with  the  purest 
and  most  ideal  affection.  Picture  a  collie, 
standing  fairly  tall,  slender  and  beautiful. 
On  her  immaculate  white  coat  were  brown 
patches  which  formed  harmonious  shadings 
and  marked  her  pure  fore- 
head with  symmetrical  bars. 
Her  long  crisped  ears  framed 
her  face  in  close  curls  ;  and 
her  thick  fleecy  coat  stood 
out  from  her  body,  layer 
upon  layer,  with  the  airy 
grace  of  numberless  flounces. 

The     "feathers"      of     her 

V1       -.  m          DELPHINE  RAPT  IN 

paws  were  like  lace  ruffles  ;        MEDITATION. 

her  chest  was   adorned  with 

a  snowy  frill ;    her  eyes  were  trusting  and 

affectionate.      The    corners    of    her    mouth 

were  slightly  raised,  giving  her  a  melancholy 

smile. 

I  will  not  divulge  her  real  name,  but  will 
call  her  Delphine,  for  she  was  like  one  of 
Balzac's  heroines,  with  the  same  style  and  the 
same  romantic  character. 

I  found  her  surrounded  by  her  six  children, 
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all  well  shot  up,  handsome,  silky  and  as 
thorough-bred  as  the  mother. 

The  woman  in  charge  of  them  told  me  this 
touching  story  :  Delphine's  owners  had  left 
the  country  suddenly.  They  had  entrusted 
the  dog  to  a  poor  neighbour,  leaving  her  some 
money  to  buy  food  with  ;  but,  before  very 
long,  six  little  ones  came  into  the  world. 
What  was  to  be  done  ?  The  owners  were 
written  to,  but  in  vain. 

Delphine  was  wasting  with  the  effort  to 
nourish  her  offspring.  It  was  then  that  the 
woman  one  evening  saw  "  the  great  black 
devil/ '  as  she  called  him,  arrive  upon  the 
scene.  At  first,  in  alarm,  she  tried  to  drive 
him  away  ;  then,  reassured  by  his  gentle 
manners,  she  began  to  watch  him  and 
soon  came  to  look  upon  him  with  artless 
admiration. 

"  A  providence,  my  dear  lady  !  "  said  the 
old  woman,  who  was  greatly  upset  by  the 
news  of  Gaston's  arrest.  "  But  for  him, 
the  poor  creature  would  have  died  !  Every 
day  he  brought  her  meat ;  then  he  would  lick 
the  little  ones,  giving  them  every  care  and 
attention  and  warming  them  whenever  the 
night  was  cold  !  " 
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No  one  had  dared  to  destroy  the  puppies, 
for  Delphine  would  have  all  but  died  of  grief. 
She  lived  only  for  motherhood. 

When  she  found  herself  alone,  after  rear- 
ing her  first  babies,  she  fell  into  a  deep 
melancholy.  What  is  more — and  how  shall 
we  explain  so  strange  a  phenomenon  ? — it 
was  soon  seen  that  she  was  exhibiting  all 
the  symptoms  of  phantom  pregnancy.  The 
veterinary  surgeons  drove  in  from  thirty  miles 
around  to  observe  this  extraordinary  case. 
Delphine,  heavy  and  languid  as  she  was, 
seemed  happy  ;  but,  when  the  due  time  had 
elapsed  without  bringing  her  what  she  was 
expecting,  her  heart — there  is  no  other  word 
for  it — her  mother's  heart  was  so  sad  that 
those  who  saw  her  feared  for  her  life.  Then 
it  was  that  for  the  second  time  Delphine  gave 
proof  of  her  imagination. 

One  morning,  melancholy  as  ever,  she  was 
mournfully  watching  the  games  of  some 
children  frolicking  in  a  yard.  The  untouched 
meal  by  her  side  was  growing  cold,  when 
suddenly  she  caught  sight  of  a  little  plush 
dog,  which  one  of  the  girls  had  left  lying 
on  the  ground.  She  went  up  to  it  inquisi- 
tively and,  after  tenderly  licking  it  all  over, 
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carried  it  carefully  to  the  back  of  her 
kennel.  From  that  day  onward  her  health 
improved.  She  adopted  the  plaything  with 
such  passionate  affection  that,  if  any  one 
pretended  to  take  it  from  her,  she  gave  way 
to  anger.  She  lavished  the  most  touching 
care  upon  it ;  and  for  months  she  lulled  the 
promptings  of  her  heart  with  this  mock 
offspring. 

I  promised  the  old  woman  to  secure  the 
future  of  Delphine's  interesting  family  ;  and 
in  order  to  find  a  home  for  Gaston  I  entered 
into  correspondence  with  some  well-to-do 
people  at  Dieppe.  I  felt  for  him  that  slightly 
guilty  sympathy  which  women  bestow  upon 
certain  highwaymen,  as  though,  behind  their 
crimes,  they  perceived  a  heart  less  readily 
satisfied  than  the  hearts  of  ordinary  men  and 
a  soul  too  generous  to  yield  to  the  narrow 
hypocrisy  of  good  behaviour.  The  people 
promised  to  make  him  happy. 


A  year  later  I  met  Gaston  again.  He  had 
lost  flesh,  had  grown  old  and  was  looking 
pale  :  you  must  accept  the  word  in  a  purely 
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symbolical  sense,  though  my  love  for  animals 
has  accustomed  me  to  notice  their  looks 
despite  their  mask  of  hair  or  fur. 

The  poor  fellow  was  leading  the  life  of  a 
galley-slave  in  the  service  of  a  peripatetic 
fishmonger,  who  beat  him  unmercifully. 
From  morn  to  night  he  dragged  a  barrow 
through  the  villages.  He  died,  not  long 
after,  of  grief  and  privation.  Gaston,  in 
short,  had  fallen  a  victim  to  those  irresistible 
laws  which  punish  our  errors  with  such 
terrible  severity. 

It  is  to  be  presumed  that  dogs,  like  men, 
have  need  of  morality  and  that  wisdom  is  a 
necessity  of  nature,  since  it  alone  can  estab- 
lish the  equilibrium  which  results  in  peace. 

For  the  dog,  wisdom  resides  in  his  obedience 
to  his  master.  Our  human  wisdom  is  more 
subtle  and  is  able,  like  our  gods,  to  assume 
many  contradictory  forms. 
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CHAPTER    VI 
GOLAUD  THE  SUPERDOG 


GOLAUD  is  a  mongrel  bull-dog,  which  is 
equivalent  in  the  canine  world  to  being 
without  caste  ;  but  he  is  too  proud  to 
care  what  people 
think  of  him.  He  is 
a  serious  dog ;  he  is 
sure  of  himself  ;  he 
has  weighed  every- 
thing and  formed  his 
own  conclusions.  If 
he  could  speak  he 
would  preach.  From 

that  pugilistic-looking  mouth  of  his,  wise 
maxims  would  come  forth,  together  with 
lectures  as  wearisome  as  they  would  no  doubt 
be  appropriate. 

He  has  none  of  the  hideous  beauties  that 
constitute  the  value  of  his  kind.     His  teeth 
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do  not  stick  out  from  his  jaws  ;  his  eyes  do 
not  start  out  of  his  head  ;  his  short  tail  has 
no  bends  and  corners  to  it  ;  his  legs  are 
straight.  For  these  reasons  he  is  scorned  by 
the  judges,  but  unanimously  admired  by  the 
crowd.  Moderation  being  the  secret  of  dis- 
tinction, one  is  thankful  for  his  attenuation 
of  type.  Besides,  if  the  truth  be  told,  is 
not  the  perfection  of  the  bull-dog  race  due 
to  a  system  of  grotesque  torture  during 
the  first  weeks  of  the  puppy's  existence  ? 
And  is  this  not  bound  to  react  upon  the 
mind  ? 

Most  people  think  Golaud  charming.  His 
rather  loose,  khaki-coloured  coat  gives  him 
an  English  appearance,  while  his  black  mask 
and  his  Arab  eyes,  so  gentle  and  intelligent, 
add  a  final  attraction  to  his  personality. 

But  how  did  Golaud  come  to  earn  his  title 
of  Superdog  ? 

It  is  obvious  that  he  will  leave  no  work  to 
canine  posterity,  no  immortal  words,  nor  even 
an  heroic  action,  such  as  many  of  his  fellows 
have  performed.  Nor  could  I  honestly  award 
him  a  Monthyon  prize,  for  he  was  not  so  ex- 
cessively virtuous.  But  he  surpassed  other 
dogs  by  possessing  greater  humanity.  His 
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character  underwent  unexpected  changes  ;  it 
developed;  it  adopted  varying  moral  philo- 
sophies. And  is  it  not  something,  is  it  not 
indeed  much,  that  we  can  speak  of  his  "char- 
acter" without  smiling  ?  He  did  not  love  us 
as  a  dog  loves,  without  knowing  why  ;  his 
love  was  free  from  sordidness  or  servility  ; 
his  hatreds  and  his  passions  were  always 
noble. 

Here  I  pause,  lest  I  be  accused  of  partiality. 
I  would  not  wish  to  be  influenced  by  the 
charm  of  his  great,  bewitching  eyes,  which 
for  fifteen  years  have  gazed  at  me  with  an 
unchanging  love.  Moreover,  when  it  comes 
to  boasting  of  his  perfections,  I  feel  a  certain 
embarrassment.  The  actions  of  a  sage  do 
not  make  a  strident  appeal  for  admiration. 
Rather  are  they  concealed  from  the  general 
gaze  and  very  often  of  a  negative  nature. 

I  shall  try  to  reveal  Golaud's  wisdom  by 
telling  the  story  of  his  modest  and  contem- 
plative life. 


His  beginnings  were  very  humble.  One 
Sunday,  Golaud  stood  at  the  corner  of  one 
of  the  main  Paris  thoroughfares,  resignedly 
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awaiting  his  destiny.  Beside  him  stood  a 
man  of  an  ill-favoured  countenance. 

"  A  hundred  francs  !  "  said  the  man 
to  everybody  that  passed.  "  A  hundred 
francs  !  " 

People  looked  at  him,  but  not  one  stopped. 
Night  was  approaching.  It  was  in  the  winter. 
The  passers-by  became  more  and  more  in- 
frequent ;  the  chances  of  a  profitable  deal 
decreased.  The  man  was  growing  uneasy. 
All  day  long  he  had  dragged  the  dog  through 
the  streets  of  Paris,  hiding  anxiously  in  the 
doorways  and  darting  forward  and  whisper- 
ing whenever  he  perceived  a  likely  buyer  : 

"  A  hundred  francs  !  "  he  persistently  re- 
peated. "  A  hundred  francs  !  It's  giving 
him  away  !  " 

Maeterlinck  saw  the  dog  in  passing  and  was 
won  by  the  look  in  his  eyes  : 

"  I'll  give  you  two  louis,"  he  said. 

"  Take  him,  quick  !  "  replied  the  man. 

Did  his  haste  confess  a  theft  ?  Maeter- 
linck hesitated  ;  but  the  poor  dog's  eyes 
pleaded  so  longingly  !  He  asked  for  a  piece 
of  string,  hailed  a  cab  and  entered  it  with  his 
new  companion.  The  dog  sat  down,  rilled 
with  respect  and  anticipatory  gratitude,  as 
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though  he  foresaw  the  magnificent  existence 
which  he  was  about  to  lead.  He  displayed 
no  uneasiness,  no  servility  either,  nor  any 
frivolity  ;  he  gazed  at  his  master  with  the 
expression  peculiar  to  bull-dogs,  an  air  at 
once  melancholy  and  assiduous. 

This  was  fifteen  years  ago,  before  there 
were  taxis  in  Paris.  The  two  companions 
drove  across  the  town  in  a  closed  cab.  Their 
fortuitous  union  was  to  last  for  many  a  long 
year.  Meanwhile  they  travelled  at  a  leisurely 
pace,  the  gentle  trot  of  an  elderly  horse. 
What  did  they  say  to  each  other  ?  I  was 
never  told  ;  but  I  know  that,  when  I  came 
home  an  hour  later,  I  found  a  note  on  the 
hall-table  saying  : 

''There  is  a  harmless  dog  in  the  dressing- 


room.'3 


Maeterlinck  had  scribbled  this  in  pencil  on 
an  odd  scrap  of  paper  ;  and  the  word  "  harm- 
less," inoffensif,  was  so  badly  written  that  I 
took  it  for  the  name  of  some  Russian  breed  of 
hound  and  felt  anything  but  reassured. 

With  the  greatest  caution  I  opened  the  door 
of  the  room  containing  the  dog.  He  was 
sleeping  quietly  in  front  of  the  fire.  At  my 
approach  he  rose,  came  towards  me,  stagger- 
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ing  on  his  clumsy  feet,  and  stopped  to  look 
at  me,  without  betraying  any  other  feeling 
than  a  solemn  curiosity.  I  was  won  over 
there  and  then.  He  followed  me  into  the 
dining-room  and  shared  my 
meal ;  a  little  later  he  asked 
me  to  open  the  door.  His 
general  bearing  inspired  such 
confidence  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  refuse  him  any- 
thing. He  returned  to  me 
at  once  ;  and  his  intelligent 
eyes  seemed  to  say  : 

"  I   am  very  tired  ;    my 
heart  is  full  of  a  love  which 
I  have  not    yet  been   able 
His    intelligent    eyes  to  devote  to  mankind,  for 
«F±yorie^t  ™*   have    treated   me    so 

a  bed  on  which  I  badly  ;  from  yOU  I  ex- 
may  rest  while  I  wait  t  a  bed  on  which  I 
for 'the  Master.'" 

may     rest    while     1     wait 
for  'the  Master.'" 


In  all  ages  we  have  been  accustomed  to 
exhibit  celebrated  persons  much  as  a  two- 
headed  calf  or  a  three-legged  fowl  is  ex- 


GOLAUD  THE  SUPERDOG  81 

hibited  at  a  fair.  After  they  are  dead,  dreary 
statues,  set  up  in  the  squares  of  our  great 
cities,  represent  them  clad  in  frock-coats, 
with  their  head  bowed  upon  one  hand, 
or  with  a  forefinger  peremptorily  uplifted. 
They  are  generally  mounted  upon  a  cube  of 
granite  adorned  with  bas-reliefs,  which  im- 
mortalize their  work  and  the  implements 
with  which  it  was  accomplished.  The  bio- 
graphies compiled  about  them  give  us  only 
the  external  facts  of  their  lives.  At  such 
and  such  a  date  they  lived  in  this  or  that 
place  or  visited  this  or  that  country.  Why  ? 
And  how  ?  And  what  were  their  thoughts, 
their  joys,  their  desires?  What  were  their 
personal  habits,  their  weaknesses,  or  their 
faults  ?  What,  in  a  word,  was  the  quality 
of  their  humanity  ?  It  does  not  seem  to 
matter  to  the  biographer !  Here  and  there 
some  action  is  recorded,  if  it  be  sufficiently 
striking.  Readers  like  to  imagine  that  these 
heroes  do  not  eat  and  drink,  that  they  are 
not  live  men.  They  are  allowed  to  sleep, 
because  sleeping  is  poetical,  and  to  love, 
because  loving  is  romantic  :  but,  good  God, 
with  what  a  love  !  Immortal,  immutable, 
impeccable,  single-minded,  spotlessly  pure, 
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immobile  as  a  statue  and  orderly  as  a  well- 
constructed  literary  work !  I  shall  never 
forget  the  embarrassment  of  a  dear  old  lady 
who,  in  her  youth,  had  been  a  very  close  friend 
of  Kenan's.  When  I  asked  her  what  he  was 
like  in  this  intimacy,  she  coughed,  cleared 
her  throat,  took  off  her  spectacles,  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  at  last  replied,  apolo- 
getically : 

"  He  was  like  anybody  else/' 

The  celebrity,  as  usually  represented  in 
novels  or  on  the  stage,  is  a  hateful  bore. 
In  real  life,  a  sort  of  crafty  conspiracy  keeps 
up  three  legends  about  him  :  one  magnifi- 
cent, one  absurd,  the  third  sordid.  The  last 
inevitably  originates  from  the  first. 

No  sooner  is  the  celebrity  handed  over 
to  him  than  the  biographer  sets  to  work 
taxidermist-fashion.  He  first  flays  •  his  sub- 
ject, then  stuffs  the  skin,  gluing  and  stitching 
it,  painting  and  stiffening  it,  rounding  its 
contours  and  finally  perching  the  whole  thing 
on  a  stand.  There  you  have  the  marvel 
ready  to  face  eternity  ! 

But  I  will  not  insist  any  further  upon  this 
matter,  which  is  keeping  us  from  my  friend 
Golaud.  I  merely  felt  obliged  to  take  certain 
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precautions  before  recording  the  solemn  re- 
velations which  I  am  about  to  make. 

"  My  friend/'  said  I,  "  are  you  asking  me 
where  your  master  is  ?  Indeed  I  do  not 
know,  for  a  terrible  disaster  has  occurred 
to-day,  a  culinary  disaster  !  Learn,  to  begin 
with,  that  your  master  is  a  philosopher,  but 
that  there  is  no  system  of  morals  or  prin- 
ciples that  teaches  man  to  retain  his  peace 
of  mind  in  the  face  of  a  burnt  sirloin.  Your 
future  master,  justly  enraged,  has  left  the 
house  ;  and  I  shall  never  understand  with 
what  magnetic  power  your  gaze  was  endowed, 
to  arouse  him  from  so  dismal  a  meditation. 
You  will  worship  your  master,  not  for  the 
virtues  he  possesses,  but  because  he  is 
punctual  in  his  ways  and  dislikes  travelling. 
You  will  learn  that  philosophy  runs  through 
the  mind  of  man  like  a  golden  network. 
Its  beautiful  meshes  capture  the  big  things 
but  let  the  little  ones  slip  through.  And 
it  is  among  the  little  things  that  your  rela- 
tions with  him  will  take  form  and  being." 

4 

At  that  time  we  were  living  at  Passy,  in 
a  house  with  a  patrician  air,  standing  in  an 
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old,  terraced  garden.  At  one  end  of  the 
house  a  few  steps  led  to  a  little  lodge  which 
Maeterlinck  had  fitted  as  his  study.  Here 
were  white  walls  hung  with  engravings,  a 
great  table  heaped  with  books  and  the  veri- 
est minimum  of  chairs,  for  visitors  were  not 
encouraged.  On  the  floor  were  more  books, 
dictionaries,  newspapers  and  reviews,  all  ly- 
ing in  a  disorder  that  constituted  a  kind 
of  order,  for  it  never  varied.  Two  windows 
opened  upon  a  disused  balcony,  covered  with 
creepers  and  climbing  plants.  On  the  mantel- 
piece and  a  number  of  shelves  were  red- 
painted  pots  containing  a  host  of  queer, 
hairy,  or  aggressively  spiky  objects,  dusty 
and  dry  but  clinging  obstinately  to  life. 
These  were  the  cacti,  for  which  Maeterlinck 
had  an  affection. 

Here,  on  the  morrow  of  his  arrival,  the 
new  dog,  christened  Golaud,  was  to  undergo 
the  great  and  supreme  ordeal,  which  con- 
sists in  behaving  well  while  the  master  is 
at  work. 

Do  not  imagine  that  this  is  an  easy  thing 
for  a  dog  to  do !  He  must  not  snore  too 
loudly,  nor  scratch  himself  too  vigorously, 
nor  move  about  too  much.  Golaud  passed 
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the  ordeal  magnificently,  but  in  a  manner 
peculiar  to  himself.  Absorbed  in  solemn 
contemplation,  he  seemed  utterly  oblivious 
of  sleep,  fleas,  or  the  chances  of  amusement. 
Seated  beside  his  master,  he  gazed  at  him  as 
he  wrote,  seeking  in  vain  for  the  explanation  of 
an  action  which  he  had  never  before  observed 
and  of  which  he  failed  to  see  the  attraction. 

After  several  mornings  spent  in  observa- 
tion, Golaud  resigned  himself  to  slumber. 
He  had  certainly  not  solved  this  first  enigma, 
but  he  was  full  of  respect  for  the  gods  and 
their  strange  devices. 


We  soon  declared  that  Golaud  was  perfect, 
for  he  satisfied  our  egoism  completely.  As 
he  was  never  troublesome  or  in  the  way, 
we  spoke  of  his  tact  and  his  good  breeding  ! 
Did  he  not  understand  exactly  when  he  was 
wanted  and  when  not  ?  Was  he  not  al- 
ways well-behaved,  quiet,  clean,  sensible, 
unaffectedly  amiable,  independent  as  a  cat 
and  yet  faithful  to  his  duties  as  a  dog  ?  We 
discovered  no  fault  in  him.  His  comprehen- 
sion of  human  life  was  surprising. 
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There  is  an  old  saying  that  perfection  is 
not  of  this  world.  Friend  Golaud,  you  often 
made  me  think  that  it  exists,  but  that  it 
cannot  linger  with  us,  for  it  has  no  abiding- 
place  upon  this  earth  of  ours  ;  we  do  not 
recognize  it,  we  disguise  it,  we  suspect  it, 
or  drive  it  away ;  and,  if  it  persists,  we 
kill  it. 

Golaud' s  countenance  spoke  of  self-assur- 
ance and  self -contemplation.  These  blind 
forces,  both  perfectly  hateful  in  man,  are 
charmingly  comical  on  the  face  of  a  dog. 
They  make  us  attribute  to  him  all  sorts  of 
judgments,  ideas,  memories  and  intentions, 
in  short,  quite  a  little  brain -machine,  like 
that  of  which  we  are  so  proud. 

"  He  makes  me  feel  uncomfortable,  with 
that  profound  look  of  disillusionment  on  his 
face,"  Maeterlinck  would  say,  after  he  had 
finished  working. 

As  for  me,  I  gave  up  singing  in  Golaud' s 
presence,  for  he  used  to  stare  at  me  with  an 
uneasy  expression,  as  though  my  sudden 
madness  alarmed  him: 

"  What  has  come  over  her  ?  "  he  seemed  to 
ask.  "  Is  she  ill  ?  And  he,  is  he  crazy  ? 
What  is  this  mania  for  scratching  paper 
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4? 

for  hours  at  a  time,  when  he  is  free  to  stroll 
about  or  eat  all  day  ?  " 

Golaud   certainly   loved   us,    but    did   not 
altogether  approve  of  us. 


We  entrusted  the  man-servant  with  the 
duty  of  taking  Golaud  out.  The  servant  in 
question  was  a  cowherd,  transformed  into 
a  butler.  Artistic  people,  so  the  Philistines 
will  tell  you,  are  given  to  making  these 
reprehensible  blunders.  And  the  Philistines 
are  right,  for  they  know  the  difficult  secrets 
of  practical  life  better  than  we  do  ;  they 
have  a  way  of  making  it  fit  in  with  their 
views  ;  they  enjoy  every  moment  of  it. 

Frangois  was  a  bit  of  a  visionary.  Like 
his  patron  saint,  he  loved  all  animals.  He 
was  once  seen  upon  his  knees,  in  the  middle 
of  a  green  meadow  flooded  by  the  rays  of 
the  rising  sun,  begging  pardon  of  his  cow, 
whom  he  had  been  beating.  On  another 
occasion,  as  he  watched  a  stag-beetle  flying 
up  to  the  sky,  he  said  to  me  : 

"  That  is  what  I  feel  like  on  Sundays  in 
church." 
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I  taught  him  to  read.  Overcome  with 
amazement,  he  said,  by  way  of  thanks  : 

"  I  now  have  monuments  in  my  head  !  " 

Thereupon  he  was  washed,  dressed  and  shod 
and  felt  so  light  that  he  was  afraid  lest  he 
should  be  wafted  away  in  the  air.  He  ac- 
companied us  to  Paris.. 

We  used  to  take  him  with  us  in  the  motor- 
car ;  it  was  his  business  to  keep  an  eye  on  it. 
After  leaving  him  for  a  moment,  while  we 
paid  a  visit,  on  coming  out  of  the  house  we 
found  him  with  a  crowd  round  him  ;  he  was 
red  in  the  face  and  tearful,  with  his  hair 
rumpled  and  his  cap  over  one  ear.  He  was 
quarrelling  with  a  chauffeur  : 

"  He  asks  me/'  he  shouted,  in  his  Norman 
dialect,  "  how  many  horses  my  carriage  has  ! 
He  can  see  for  himself  that  it's  a  machine  ; 
but,  because  I'm  a  peasant,  he  goes  pulling 
my  leg  !  " 

It  was  to  this  embryonic  brain  that  we 
entrusted  the  task  of  exercising  Golaud ; 
but  we  soon  learnt  that  Golaud,  who  was 
sharper  than  he,  used  to  leave  him  at  the 
first  street-corner  and  make  arrangements  to 
find  him  again  when  it  was  time  to  go  home. 

We  discovered  this,  thanks  to  a  melancholy 
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incident.  One  evening,  the  dog  did  not 
return.  We  questioned  Francois,  who  of 
course  knew  nothing.  A  day  went  by,  two 
days,  three  days  ;  and  presently  a  week  had 
elapsed  and  we  abandoned  all  hope.  Golaud, 
trusting  too  far  to  the  goodness  of  human 
beings,  had  no  doubt  been  picked  up  as  .a 
stray  dog.  Every  one  mourned  his  loss ; 
his  virtues  were  already  beginning  to  shine 
with  incomparable  splendour  in  the  light  of 
memory. 

One  morning,  ten  days  later,  as  I  was  look- 
ing out  of  a  window  on  the  street,  in  the 
middle  of  the  road  I  saw  a  yellow  ball, 
which  seemed  to  be  rolling  with  a  zigzag 
course.  The  ball  grew  larger  ;  it  was  sup- 
ported by  four  unsteady  legs  ;  soon  I  dis- 
tinguished a  black  patch  !  I  was  no  longer 
in  doubt :  it  was  Golaud  !  I  rushed  into 
the  street ;  I  ran  towards  him ;  he  was 
hurt  and  had  hardly  the  strength  to  move. 
He  stopped  short  at  the  sight  of  me  ;  his 
stump  of  a  tail  wagged  with  joy ;  and, 
exhausted,  he  fell  at  my  feet. 

For  weeks  we  fought  for  his  life.  A 
hideous  wound  in  his  throat  enabled  us  to 
picture  his  adventures. 
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A  great  butcher's  hook  had  pierced  his 
flesh.  He  had  escaped  in  a  half-dying  con- 
dition. But  where  had  he  been  and  for  how 
many  days  had  he  dragged  himself  along  in 
order  to  come  back  to  us  ? 

We  indulged  in  a  thousand  theories,  all  of 
which  gave  us  a  high  opinion  of  his  fidelity 
and  greatly  increased  the  love  which  we  bore 
him. 


After  living  with  us  for  some  months, 
Golaud,  thanks  to  his  sincerity  and  his  trust 
in  all  human  beings,  had  earned  the  nickname 
of  "  Monsieur  Poire. "  It  was  evident,  more- 
over, that  he  was  making  great  efforts  to 
become  man.  Ever  assiduous,  anxious  and 
observant,  he  had  invented  three  cries  where- 
by to  express  at  least  the  chief  emotions 
of  a  sensitive  soul :  grief,  boredom,  and  joy. 
With  the  aid  of  this  language,  he  was  able 
to  express  his  understanding  of  anything  that 
interested  him.  When  a  walk  was  an- 
nounced, he  would  frisk  about  with  glee  ; 
and  he  would  groan  dismally  if  the  fair 
promise  were  withdrawn.  It  astonished  us 
so  much  that  we  often  repeated  the  experi- 
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ment  to  make  sure.  Needless  to  say,  this 
model  dog  never  deserved  a  punishment. 
He  was  capable  at  most  of  committing  mis- 
takes ;  and,  if  reproached  for  these  in  terms 
of  too  great  severity,  his  contrite  expression 
and  look  of  misery  filled  us  with  pity,  so  that 
we  would  apologize  at  once. 

But,  when  I  come  to  narrate  the  chief 
events  of  his  life,  his  strong  personality  pre- 
vents me.  He  rises  before  me  like  a  judge  ; 
and  his  reproving  countenance  intimidates 
me.  I  feel  that  he  is  protesting,  that  if  he 
could  express  himself  he  would  address  me 
in  some  such  terms  as  these  : 

"  O  presumptuous  mistress,  absorbed  in 
your  own  occupations  and  emotions,  can  you 
honestly  speak  of  mine  without  misrepresent- 
ing me  ?  Speak,  I  give  my  consent ;  but 
be  my  interpreter  !  Consider  your  own  life 
through  the  medium  of  mine,  you  who  under- 
stand my  silence,  you  who  have  loved  me. 
Have  I  ever  hidden  anything  from  you  ? 
Am  I  not  eloquent  ?  Have  you  not  surprised 
my  inmost  soul  ?  Give  it  the  necessary 
words,  but,  while  you  do  so,  keep  within  it  !  " 

I  assure  him  whom  I  tenderly  call  my  old 
daddy  that  I  will  do  as  he  asks.  I  have 
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listened  to  his  confidences  and  will  endeavour 
to  set  them  down  religiously,  in  honour  of  so 
praiseworthy  a  memory. 
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"Monsieur  Poire"  divulged  to  me,  first 
and  foremost,  his  opinion  of  himself.  It  was 
bound  to  be  pretty  favourable,  for  he  con- 
sidered himself  indispensable  to  the  harmony 
of  the  world.  His  opinion  of  himself,  then, 
is  as  follows  : 

"  I  am  a  natural  child,  as  were  Erasmus 
and  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

"  Maeterlinck  is  my  god  ;  and  his  shadow 
is  my  country. 

"  I  have  no  family,  no  religion,  no  prin- 
ciples. 

"  My  conscience  is  enough  for  me. 

"  I  have  seen  everything  and  understood 
everything.  I  have  not  wasted  my  time,  as 
human  beings  do,  in  seeking  the  meaning 
of  life.  I  discovered  it  at  my  birth  :  it  is 
obedience. 

"  I  despise  money,  which  human  beings 
run  after,  and  glory,  which  turns  their  heads. 
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"  I  have  judged  society  and  its  values,  its 
ladder,  which  you  have  to  descend  so  that 
you  may  seem  to  climb,  and  all  its  ridiculous 
train  of  vanities. 

"  I  possess  all  the  virtues.  I  am  generous 
and  brave  ;  small  animals  I  protect ;  all 
those  which  dare  to  be  bigger  than  myself 
I  attack. 

"  I  love  all  human  beings  ;  I  have  learnt 
that  the  habit  does  not  make  the  monk  ;  and 
I  make  a  profession  of  silence. 

"  I  am  modest ;  my  master  cannot  work 
without  me,  but  I  lay  no  claim  to  recognition 
as  his  collaborator. 

"  I  believe  in  my  god. 

"  I  believe  in  the  sun.     I  am  eternal." 
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And  here  is  his  verdict  on  us  : 

"  I  like  them.  They  attach  great  import- 
ance to  good  food  and  they  cannot  do  without 
a  garden,  even  in  town.  Before  I  belonged 
to  them,  I  lived  for  a  week  with  other  gods  ; 
they  had  nothing  of  the  kind.  They  would 
not  let  me  in  anywhere  ;  I  had  to  surprise 
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the  secrets  of  their  life  by  sniffing  at  the 
doors.  They  did  nothing  but  eat,  sleep  and 
talk.  I  used  to  see  them  amuse  themselves 
for  quite  a  long  time  with  small  pieces  of 
cardboard,  which  they  exchanged  very 
solemnly ;  also  with  balls,  which  they  pushed 
across  a  table  with  long  sticks.  Twice  I 
went  out  with  them.  It  was  terrible  !  After 
a  very  pleasant  drive,  I  found  myself  in  a 
forest  swarming  with  feet,  skirts  and  trousers. 
I  felt  like  suffocating  !  When  I  managed  to 
get  my  nose  outside,  I  saw  that  they  were 
busy  making  horses  run  round  and  round 
and  shouting  very  loud. 

"  The  second  time,  I  saw  them  fire  guns  at 
some  birds  as  these  escaped  from  a  box.  I 
walked  away  in  disgust ;  and  it  was  then 
that  I  was  taken  prisoner  by  a  man  who  sold 
me  in  the  street  next  day. 

"  My  new  gods  have  other  eccentricities. 
In  their  house  everybody  lives  in  such  silence 
that  I  have  decided  no  longer  to  give  warning 
when  people  come  near.  For  that  matter, 
I  regard  mankind  as  inoffensive  and  incom- 
prehensible. I  have  seen  badly-dressed 
people  who  were  extremely  kind  ;  others, 
on  the  contrary,  who  were  well-dressed, 
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amused  themselves,  as  I  said,  in  killing 
innocent  creatures  !  So  you  see  ! 

"  Here  the  gods  are  always  busy  with 
paper.  They  look  at  it  for  hours  together, 
or  else  they  scratch  upon  it.  She  goes  mad 
at  times,  nice  to  me  though  she  is,  and  starts 
banging  on  a  piece  of  furniture  which  emits 
an  insufferable  din.  Or  else  she  opens  her 
mouth,  as  if  she  meant  to  swallow  a  leg  of 
mutton,  and  screams  until  you  would  think 
that  she  must  rouse  the  neighbours. 

"  Apart  from  this,  I  have  no  fault  to  find 
with  them.  They  have  a  respect  for  time 
and  for  my  hours  of  rest.  Habit,  a  goddess 
whom  I  revere,  is  all-powerful  in  this  house. 
This  is  due  more  particularly  to  my  master, 
for  my  mistress  adores  travelling.  I  loathe 
it  !  She  is  also  fond  of  the  theatre,  which  is 
the  stupidest  thing  that  I  have  ever  seen. 
Just  imagine  pasteboard  streets,  pasteboard 
trees,  pasteboard  houses,  mountains  and  rivers ! 
What  is  amazing  is  that  I  saw  a  pasteboard 
partridge  served  on  a  table  and  people  pre- 
tending that  it  was  delicious  ! 

"  I  visited  the  theatre  on  another  occasion  ; 
there  were  people  and  little  children  and 
lights.  There  was  dancing  and  singing.  All 
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this  was  absolutely  wearisome,  but  suddenly 
I  beheld  a  wonderful  and  miraculous  thing. 
There  was  a  dog,  dressed  like  a  man  !  I 
never  saw  anything  so  lovely.  Panting, 
with  eagerness,  I  tried  to  leap  over  every 
obstacle,  to  make  my  way  to  him  and  beg  him 
to  teach  me  his  secrets.  I  was  cruelly  held 
back.  My  delirium  knew  no  bounds  when  he 
began  to  speak,  in  yelping  accents.  But 
at  the  same  moment  I  saw  a  cat,  who  also 
spoke  and  was  dressed  like  a  prince.  My 
hatred  mingled  with  my  enthusiasm.  I 
yelled !  They  had  to  take  me  out  and  shut 
me  in  the  cloak-room  :  I  was  going  crazy. 

"  Since  then  a  vision  haunts  me  night  and 
day.  They  had  no  tails.  Why  ? 

"  The  theatre  is  really  a  ridiculous  place. 
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"  The  days  go  by,  uniformly  delightful. 
All  the  morning  I  work  with  my  master  ; 
then  I  lunch  with  the  two  of  them;  I  take 
my  afternoon  nap  beside  him.  I  go  with 
him  when  he  takes  a  walk.  I  generally  hold 
him  on  the  lead,  because  of  the  carriages 
and  the  trams,  which  are  dangerous. 
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"  About  six  o'clock  we  go  in  to  read  the 
newspaper.  We  dine  ;  and  the  evening  is 
spent  by  the  fireside. 

"  He  reads.     I  admire  him." 


ii 


I  continue  to  surprise  Golaud's  memories. 
It  amuses  me  to  find  intact  in  his  great, 
massive  head  the  little  incidents  that  had 
faded  from  our  own  recollection  : 

"  To-day,"  says  Golaud  (he  always  says 
to-day,  for  his  short  memory  is  occupied 
exclusively  by  powerful  and  instantaneous 
impressions),  "  to-day  my  mistress,  lifting 
her  finger,  to  emphasize  the  importance  of 
the  event,  spoke  one  word  to  me  : 

"  '  Motor-car  !  ' 

"  I  gave  a  cry  of  joy ;  I  leapt  up  to 
her  face;  I  spun  round  and  round,  frantic- 
ally, to  express  my  pleasure.  Now  I  am 
feeling  uneasy  and  waiting  :  if  we  are  going 
for  a  drive,  my  happiness  is  complete  ;  but 
what  if  it  means  a  journey  ?  My  passion- 
ately curious  nature  does  not  dislike  the 
vicissitudes  of  the  journey  :  storm,  snow, 
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wind  and  all  the  accidents  which  are  so  fruit- 
ful a  source  of  distraction  ;  I  also  like  the 
break-downs  of  the  car,  which  allow  one  to 
stretch  one's  legs,  and  the  halts  in  the 
villages ;  but  I  dread  the  hotels.  The 
smarter  they  are,  the  less  consideration  they 
show  me.  Some  even  go  so  far  as  to  refuse 
to  let  me  enter  them  !  And  those  which  do 
receive  me  are  nearly  always  low  places, 
devoid  of  every  comfort.  This  is  a  problem 
which  I  cannot  hope  to  solve  ;  but  it  makes 
travelling  highly  disagreeable. 

"  Meanwhile  everybody  is  scurrying  to 
and  fro,  running  in  and  out  of  the  house. 
Even  the  god  is  not  working.  I  have  watched 
patiently  ;  and  I  don't  understand  a  thing  of 
what  is  happening. 

"It's  not  a  drive.     But  is  it  a  journey  ? 

'  The  house  looks  quite  different.  It  is  as 
dark  as  the  grave  ;  and  all  the  furniture  is 
shrouded  and  asleep.  I  went  up  to  a  chair 
to  obtain  an  explanation  or  two  ;  but  sud- 
denly it  turned  spiteful  and  stung  my  nose ; 
and  I  had  a  violent  fit  of  sneezing.  What  is 
more,  I  observe  that  the  gods  also  are  sneezing. 
It  is  the  revenge  of  inanimate  objects. 

"  The  kitchener  likewise  has  been  wrapped 
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up  ;  and  the  saucepans  are  covered  with  a 
great  sheet.  We  therefore  had  to  go  to  a 
restaurant,  which  seemed  to  annoy  the  gods. 
How  inconsistent  of  them  :  lunch  was  exe- 
crable, but  my  mistress  laughed  !  He,  for- 
tunately, did  not  laugh,  for  there  was  nothing 
amusing  about  it.  And  then  he  said  that  he 
felt  as  savage  as  a  dog  ! 

"  What  injustice  !  Am  I  not  always  good- 
tempered  ? 

12 

"  Now  I  understand  !  What  with  watch- 
ing and  listening,  I  understand  !  The  journey 
is  to  be  a  short  one,  but  we  shall  be  very 
long  away.  They  are  going  to  stay  in  the 
country ;  and  it  is  to  preserve  the  house 
that  they  have  been  wrapping  it  up  all  day. 
Oh,  if  I  could  only  advise  them !  For  I 
understand  the  wickedness  of  things  :  they 
start  playing  the  moment  you  take  your  eyes 
off  them.  Do  what  you  will,  they  love  the 
sun,  which  makes  them  go  pale,  moisture, 
which  makes  them  grow  limp,  and  heat, 
which  makes  them  swell;  and  they  become 
a  swarming  city  filled  with  a  little  world  of 
enemies,  who  gnaw  them,  make  holes  in  them 
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and  destroy  them,  but  who  make  them  alive 
in  their  turn  !  I  say  nothing  of  the  dissolute 
behaviour  of  the  water-pipes,  gas-burners 
and  taps,  or  the  invasion  of  rats  and  mice  ! 
What  an  orgy  !  The  gods  had  done  better 
to  leave  me  and  the  cook  to  look  after 
the  house  ;  but  .  .  .  they  can't  do  without 
me. 

"  While  I  am  making  these  reflections,  we 
are  rushing  along  at  full  speed.  It  is  at  such 
times  as  these  that  I  most  fervently  admire 
my  god.  I  am  convinced  of  his  power.  If  he 
gets  out,  the  car  stops  ;  and,  the  moment 
he  gets  in  again,  it  growls,  leaps  forward 
and  devours  space.  I  can  imagine  nothing 
more  wonderful.  In  order  to  be  nearer  to 
him  and  the  better  to  watch  the  road,  I  climb 
upon  my  mistress'  knees,  trampling  upon  her 
and  crushing  her  when  the  unevenness  of  the 
ground  jolts  the  car.  At  first  she  protests 
and  puts  me  back  in  my  place,  between  their 
legs.  There  I  can  see  nothing  and  I  cannot 
breathe  ;  but  I  besiege  her  afresh,  con- 
tinuing and  repeating  the  process  until  I 
triumph. 

"  Men  know  so  little  of  perseverance  ! 
Yet  nothing  can  resist  it !  It  opens  doors, 
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it  throws  down  walls,  it  removes  mountains. 
It  would  even  eat  up  the  sirloin  ...  if  the 
sirloin  lasted  a  little  longer  !  " 


13 

We  have  arrived  at  Saint-Wandrille  ;  and 
for  Golaud  life  is  a  series  of  surprises.  His 
sense  of  logic  is  completely  upset  by  the 
Abbey  : 

"  What  sort  of  home  is  this  ?  "  he  thinks. 
"  You  can't  tell  where  it  begins  and  where 
it  leaves  off !  I  have  lost  touch  of  my  duties 
and  my  rules.  When  I  think  I  am  out-of- 
doors,  I  am  still  indoors.  I  come  across 
posts  which  have  to  be  respected  as  though 
they  were  priceless  cushions.  There  is  a 
place  which  they  call  the  cloisters,  which  has 
to  be  treated  like  a  drawing-room,  though 
I  find  earth  there  and  sky  and  stones  and 
very  ancient  odours  which  inspire  me.  On 
the  other  hand,  there  is  a  church  in  which 
I  can  roam  about  freely  and  in  which  there  is 
much  to  delight  me.  Birds  build  their  nests 
in  it ;  rats  and  mice  arrange  their  meetings 
within  its  walls  ;  and  I  get  some  glorious 
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hunting  there.  I  also  go  hunting  in  the 
woods  with  my  god,  but  that  is  a  very  different 
thing. 

"  We  set  out  at  sunrise  ;  the  tall  grass 
drenches  my  belly  ;  I  pass  through  cobwebs 
which  catch  my  nose  and  tickle  my  ears. 
These  are  great  times.  For  hours  together 
I  see  nothing  but  the  soles  of  my  god's 
boots ;  but  my  imagination  is  all-power- 
ful :  I  already  smell  the  gunpowder  and  the 
hare  which  I  shall  soon  be  pursuing.  My 
loins  quiver  ;  and  at  the  god's  least  sign  I  am 
off  like  an  arrow  from  the  bow.  We  nearly 
always  come  home  without  having  fired  a 
single  shot.  He  is  deplorably  absent-minded 
and  has  no  nose  !  But  I  return  happy  just 
the  same  ;  and  I  am  equally  delighted  each 
time  he  suggests  that  we  shall  go  out  shoot- 
ing. Here  again  I  am  superior  to  man,  for  my 
powers  of  hope  are  inexhaustible. 

"  Fishing  gives  me  less  pleasure  but  greater 
cause  for  pride,  since  it  is  I  who  do  every- 
thing. We  both  of  us  sit  beside  the  river,  in 
an  intimacy  which  is  increased  by  a  prudent 
silence.  He  baits  his  hook  and  casts  it ;  and 
we  wait.  .  .  .--,<. 

"  The    water     trembles    before    me,    the 
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branches  bow  before  me  and  the  breeze  brings 
me  news.  .  .  . 

"  But  presently  my  master  grows  weary. 
Men  are  fickle  creatures.  He  lays  down  his 
line,  lights  his  pipe  and  takes  out  a  book. 
Now  he  will  see  no- 
thing,  feel  nothing 
more  !  All  is  lost  if 
I  do  not  intervene. 
This  is  where  my 
triumph  begins. 
This  is  where  my 
patience  tells !  My 
patience  is  perfect, 
absolute,  immovable, 
incorruptible.  It  was 
handed  down  to  me 
from  father  to  son, 
so  that  I  might 
watcrr  the  holes  of 
rats  and  mice  ;  but  my  highly  developed  in- 
telligence finds  more  than  one  use  for  it. 

"  So  I  sit  and  watch.  My  eyes  never  leave 
the  float  which  lies  on  the  surface  of  the 
water.  The  hours  pass  ;  I  forget  everything. 
People  may  call  me  ;  the  bell  may  ring  ; 
thunderstorms  may  rage  ;  but  we  no  longer 
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The  water  trembles  before  me, 
the  branches  bow  before  me 
and  the  breeze  brings  me 
news." 
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exist  :  he  reads  ;  I  fish.  Suddenly  the  float 
dips  into  the  water  and  I  utter  an  exclama- 
tion ;  he  understands.  A  trout  is  dancing 
at  the  end  of  the  line. 

"  At  close  of  day,  we  bring  the  cook  a  basket 
of  fish  ;  and  at  night  they  give  me  the  heads. 
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"  I  am  beginning  to  grow  accustomed  to 
this  strange  house.  But  I  have  had  to  insti- 
tute a  new  code  of  laws. 

"  Being  indispensable  to  the  happiness  of 
the  gods,  I  have  little  leisure.  I  therefore 
yield  to  their  whims  ;  and,  because,  when 
they  are  here,  they  cherish  an  incompre- 
hensible liking  for  certain  old  heaps  of  stone, 
all  stones  have  become  sacred  to  me.  I  don't 
know  what  I  shall  do  when  I  get  back  to 
town,  with  its  irresistible  streets  and  posts  ! 
However,  I  prefer  not  to  think  about  it. 

"  I  have  given  up  trying  to  understand  the 
limits  of  the  rooms.  I  consider  that  I  am 
out-of-doors  when  I  no  longer  see  any  wall 
on  the  horizon.  In  this  way  I  have  recovered 
the  certainty  which  is  essential  to  my 
happiness. 
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"  Certainty  wraps  my  mind  as  in  a  garment, 
whereas  men's  intelligence  is  liable  to  mis- 
takes and  leads  them 
astray,  causing  them 
great  unhappiness." 


Certainty  wraps  my  mind  as 
in  a  garment,  whereas  men's 
intelligence  is  liable  to  mis- 
takes and  leads  them  astray." 
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"  The  donkey  has 
come. 

"  The  donkey  is 
detestable.  The  don- 
key is  horrible.  The 
donkey  is  my  deadly 
enemy. 

"  I  hate  him.  I  hate  him  as  I  hate  the 
motor-cycle  !  My  mother  addresses  him  in 
the  most  endearing  terms ;  and  the  god  him- 
self mounts  on  his  back  and  rides  him.  It 
is  intolerable.  This  morning  I  slipped  into 
the  stable  and  bit  his  fetlocks.  Ah,  if  I  only 
dared  exterminate  him !  They  wanted  to 
photograph  him  and  me  together.  I  turned 
my  back,  to  express  the  contempt  with  which 
he  inspires  me. 

"  He  lives  in  a  shed  near  the  motor-cycle. 
I  conjure  heaven  to  heap  every  disaster  upon 
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these  my  enemies  :  upon  the  motor-cycle, 
because  it  carries  my  god  away  so  swiftly  and 
so  far  that  I  cannot  follow  him  ;  upon  the 
donkey,  because  he  robs  me  of  a  share  of 
affection  and  esteem  ! 

"  Has  heaven  taken  pity  on  my  sufferings  ? 
The  motor-cycle  is  ill  !  When  it  is  touched, 
it  pants,  spits,  coughs  out  all  its  breath  and 
does  not  start.  As  for  the  donkey,  he  is 
angry  with  the  god.  They  are  on  the  very 
worst  of  terms. 

"  My  master  makes  it  his  practice  to 
gather  the  fruit  himself.  He  goes  to  the 
kitchen-garden  with  a  large  basket,  in  which 
he  carefully  places  the  ripe  pears,  one  by  one. 
I  remain  close  at  hand,  for  he  could  not  do 
this  without  me.  Well,  this  morning,  this 
very  morning,  not  long  after  the  donkey's 
crime  had  been  discovered,  as  we  were  busy 
picking  fruit,  I  saw  Cadichon — that  is  my 
enemy's  name — enter  the  kitchen-garden,  the 
gate  of  which  had  been  left  open  by  inadvert- 
ence. He  is  forbidden  this  part,  for  he  behaves 
very  badly  there,  having  a  vulgar  passion  for 
raw  vegetables.  I  took  good  care  not  to  warn 
my  master  ;  and  I  watched  the  donkey,  hoping 
that  he  would  commit  some  fresh  crime. 
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"  What  happened  surpassed  my  fondest 
hopes.  Crushing  the  strawberries,  blundering 
against  the  peas,  ill-treating  anything  that 
he  was  unable  to  appreciate,  he  filled  him- 
self gluttonously  with  carrots  and  potatoes. 
Then,  replete,  he  waved  his  tail  with  satis- 
faction, tossed  his  head  until  his  fringe  hung 
all  crooked  and  stopped  to  think.  I  and  my 
master  had  finished  our  visit  to  the  espaliers  ; 
my  master  was  just  about  to  turn  round  ; 
he  was  sure  to  seize  a  stick  and  give  the 
donkey  a  thrashing.  I  was  ravished  with 
delight ;  but  fate  had  even  greater  happiness 
in  store  for  me. 

"  '  Good-day,  Monsieur  Metrelingue  !  ' 
cried  a  loud  voice  :  no  peasant  can  ever 
pronounce  my  master's  name  properly. 

'  Good-day  !  '  replied  my  master,  raising 
his  head  to  see  who  was  calling  to  him  over 
the  wall. 

"  And  a  conversation  ensued.  This  was 
too  much  for  Cadichon  ;  an  idea  entered  his 
mind.  Softly  he  approached  the  basket. 
Within  it  lay  the  magnificent  yellow  pears, 
arranged  in  serried  rows.  They  exhaled  an 
odour  which  I  do  not  care  for,  but  which 
the  gods  consider  exquisite.  The  donkey 
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sniffed  at  them  :  he  seemed  about  to  eat  one, 
two,  three  of  them !  My  heart  thumped  ; 
my  loins  quivered.  Actuated  by  a  sense  of 
the  justest  vengeance  I  wished  that  I  could 
call  out  to  the  noodle  to  hurry  up,  to  eat 
them,  to  grab  the  lot  !  But  he  had  thought 
of  something  better  ;  and  here  I  must  really 
bow  my  head  in  admiration.  Donkeys  have 
a  truly  Machiavellian  subtlety  in  the  art  of 
wrong-doing  !  Methodically,  daintily,  if  I 
may  say  so,  Cadichon  imprinted  upon  each 
of  the  pears,  one  after  the  other,  the  mark 
of  his  long,  yellow  teeth  ! 

"He  had  finished  defiling  the  last  pear 
when  the  god  turned  round.  I  had  just 
time  to  absorb  myself  in  the  study  of  a 
tree-trunk  which  was  luckily  within  reach  of 
my  nose. 

u  It  was  a  wonderful  moment.  The  god, 
indignantly  brandishing  a  stick,  ran  after  the 
fleeing  animal ;  the  peasant  scrambled  over 
the  wall  and,  sharing  my  master's  exaspera- 
tion, rushed  off  in  pursuit  of  the  caitiff. 
He  was  very  soon  caught  and  received  a 
correction  which  fell  like  an  adorable  caress 
upon  my  soul,  after  which  he  was  firmly 
tied  up  in  his  stable.  My  master  de- 
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clared  that  it  will  be  some  time  before  he 
leaves  it. 

"  Unfortunately,  when  my  mistress  was 
told  of  the  two  crimes  committed  by  the 
blackguard  Cadichon,  she  laughed  like  a 
maniac,  saying  what  a  witty  creature  that 
donkey  was  ! 

"  Women  certainly  are  absurd  ! 

16 

"  Now  that  I  have  got  accustomed  to  this 
queer  house,  I  like  it.  It  is  full  of  unforeseen 
pleasures. 

"  This  morning,  after  our  work — we  are 
just  finishing  a  book — my  master  said  : 

"  '  Come,  we'll  go  skating  !  ' 

"  I  had  never  seen  this  done  and  I  was  at 
first  astonished  to  see  him  fasten  little  wheels 
under  his  feet ;  but  I  at  once  grasped  that 
my  speed  had  made  him  jealous  and  that  he 
had  contrived  this  way  of  running  as  fast  as 
I  can  ;  it's  a  charming  idea.  With  his  pipe 
in  his  mouth  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
he  glided  through  the  great  apartments  of  the 
Abbey  ;  and  I  accompanied  him,  gambolling 
by  his  side  ! 
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"  To-day  I  have  saved  my  mistress'  life. 

"  She  had  had  the  imprudence  to  enter, 
without  me,  a  portion  of  the  Abbey  to  which 
nobody  ever  goes  (being  always  indispensable, 
I  ought  really  to  have  the  power  of  dividing 
myself  in  two  ;  but,  as  I  can't  do  this, 
regrettable  accidents  must  occur  sometimes). 
A  heavy  door  closed  upon  her  and  imprisoned 
her.  She  called  in  vain ;  and  the  hours 
went  by. 

"  The  better  to  enjoy  my  triumph,  I 
allowed  the  anxiety  to  become  general ; 
then,  guided  by  my  nose,  which  nothing  can 
escape,  I  rushed  upon  the  scent.  I  soon 
found  her  trail  and  the  wicked  door,  through 
which  her  cries  for  help  could  hardly  find 
their  way.  I  scratched  at  it  violently,  to 
let  her  know  that  I  had  come  to  the  rescue  ; 
and  then,  breathless  and  excited,  with  my 
eyes  starting  out  of  my  head,  I  went  back 
to  the  god.  For  all  my  eloquence,  I  could 
not  make  myself  understood  at  once  (I  do 
not  question  his  divinity,  but  I  do  some- 
times doubt  his  intelligence).  Still,  at  last 
he  consented  to  follow  me  ;  and,  after  some 
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little  difficulty,  my  mistress  was  set  free. 
She  was  extremely  hungry ;  and  the  man- 
servant at  once  put  before  her  a  magnificent 
mess,  which  we  shared  together. 
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"  I  have  discovered  a  breach  or  two  in  the 
wall ;  and,  when  I  have  a  little  time  to  spare, 
I  repair  to  the  town  hard  by. 

"  With  my  nose  glued  to  the  ground,  I 
move  at  a  short  trot,  without  stopping.  I 
pretend  not  to  see  anything,  not  even  the 
enemy  dogs  who  have  the  bad  manners  to  be 
larger  than  myself.  What  is  the  use  of 
fighting  when  there  is  no  one  looking  on  ?  I 
keep  close  to  the  walls,  hedges  and  houses. 
My  behaviour  is  correct  ;  the  people  who 
pass  me  do  not  notice  me.  Experience  has 
taught  me  to  act  thus  when  alone,  lest  I 
should  run  the  risk  of  vexatious  misunder- 
standings. 

"  In  the  town  it  is  different :  every  one 
respects  me  there.  I  am  saluted  by  name 
in  the  most  friendly  fashion.  It  is  then  that 
I  linger  over  really  refined  pleasures.  Beside 
the  quay  are  large  barrels,  oozing  their 
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contents  in  the  sunlight ;  these  I  inspect 
minutely  ;  then  I  run  through  the  streets. 

"  Having  finished  my  stroll,  I  enter  the 
cafe.  Men  are  at  their  best  when  they  are 
drunk,  only  you  have  to  know  how  to  take 
them. 

"  I  am  welcomed,  as  a  rule,  with  scant 
courtesy,  especially  when  it  is  raining  : 

"  '  Clear  out,  you  dirty  cur  !  '  they  cry. 

"  Then  I  slip  under  the  tables  and  wait. 

"  They  drink,  laugh,  and  sing  ;  suddenly 
they  notice  that  I  am  still  there  : 

"  '  Look,  he's  got  a  good  head,  that  tyke  ! ' 

"  All's  well.  I  may  sit  on  an  upholstered 
bench  ;  and  in  a  moment  they  will  be  offer- 
ing me  sugar. 
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"  A  great  box  has  come.     I  hear  them  say : 

"  '  It's  the  Italian  bees/ 

"  A  glass  bee-hive  is  set  up  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  my  mistress  scatters  large  drops  of 
honey  and  jam  on  the  table-cloth  ;  my  master 
brings  out  paints  and  paint-brushes  ;  and, 
when  the  insects  come  out  to  eat,  he  marks 
each  of  them  with  a  spot  of  a  different 
colour. 
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"  Since  then  there  are  endless  discussions 
about  the  Reds,  the  Blues,  the  Yellows  and 
the  Greens. 

"  I  pity  them  when  I  see  their  difficulty 
in  understanding  the  simplest  things  ! 

"  They  think  they  know  everything  because 
they  can  talk  ;  and  it's  their  language  that 
leads  them  astray.  They  think  they  under- 
stand a  thing  when  they  have  given  a  name 
to  it ;  but  I  ask  you,  what  does  that  prove  ? 
I  was  still  a  mere  puppy  when  all  the  secrets 
of  the  life  of  the  bees  were  revealed  to  me  ; 
but  they  used  to  sting  my  nose  and  I  broke 
off  all  relations  with  that  nation  of  crabbed 
old  maids. 
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"  We  have  been  asked  to  take  charge  of  a 
dog.  He  does  not  offend  me,  because  he  is 
small ;  but  to  my  thinking  he  dishonours 
our  race. 

"  Can  a  thing  like  that  be  called  a  dog  ? 
He  creeps  along  the  ground  like  a  caterpillar, 
twists  about,  gets  excited,  frisks,  leaps, 
dances  and  raises  protests  against  every- 
thing on  any  and  every  pretext.  He  steals, 
gnaws,  bites  and  destroys  anything  that 
8 
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comes  within  range  of  his  teeth.  With  his 
short  legs,  he  is  as  tricky  as  a  hooligan  and 
forces  the  doors  of  the  kitchen  cupboards 
and  dresser.  With  his  long,  pointed  nose  he 
lifts  the  lid  of  the  sugar-tin  and  eats  up  all 
the  sugar.  He  destroys  clothes  and  respects 
not  a  single  thing.  What  can  I  expect  of 
such  a  companion  ?  To-day  he  ate  up  three 

hats,  two  fur  stoles  and 
three  slippers.  Instead 
of  smacking  him,  my 
mistress  said  : 

"  '  We  shall  have  'to 
shut  the  wardrobes  now 

Philippe,  the  professor  of  ..        .  . ,  . 

order!"  an(l  keep  everything 

very  tidy  ;  '  and,  with 
a  laugh,  she  called  him,  '  Philippe,  the  pro- 
fessor of  order  !  ' 

"  I  feel  there  is  a  certain  dignity  attaching 
to  this  title  ;  and  I  am  annoyed,  painfully 
annoyed. 

"  At  last  his  mistress  came  to  fetch  him ; 
and  they  went  off  to  Nice.  To  have  done 
with  this  absurd  animal  and  to  give  my 
readers  some  idea  of  his  pretentious  character, 
I  will  relate  our  last  conversation,  which  took 
place  when  I  met  him  again  in  the  south  : 
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"  '  As  you  see/  he  said,  in  his  usual  fatuous 
tone,  '  I  am  in  form,  as  usual.  I  am  very 
well  and  am  being  tremendously  spoiled ; 
but  I  am  sick  of  this  place,  where  there  is 
nothing  to  interest  my  nose.  The  country- 
side, the  gardens,  the  high-roads,  the  very 
streets  all  smell  of  orange-blossom.  It's  dis- 
gusting !  Well,  I  give  rein  to  my  activity 
indoors.  I  destroy  the  curtains,  carpets, 
slippers,  valances,  door-mats  and  so  forth : 
everything,  in  short,  that  my  zeal  can  dis- 
cover. I  work  like  mad.  Here,  however, 
they  do  not  call  me  '  the  professor  of  order  ;  ' 
they  give  me  the  most  awful  whackings  ; 
but  I  laugh  at  those.  I  prefer  anything  to 
boredom,  which  gnaws  worse  than  any  rat 
and  which  you  cannot  drive  away/ 

u  I  eyed  him  scornfully  from  head  to 
foot ;  but  he  took  no  notice." 
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Golaud's  happiness  is  endangered.  A  posi- 
tive catastrophe  is  threatening  his  enjoyment 
of  life.  Yet  another  dog  is  on  his  way  to 
us !  He  has  been  travelling  for  several  days, 
from  cage  to  cage,  at  the  mercy  of  mankind  : 
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how  could  we,  without  brutality,  send  him 
home  again  ? 

The  problem  is  a  serious  one,  for  I  know 
how  jealous  Monsieur  Poire  can  be  and,  in 
my  affection  for  him,  I  am  loth  to  pain  him 
by  inflicting  a  rival  upon  him. 

The  stranger  has  just  lost  his  god  ;  and 
his  mistress,  who  is  old  and  very  badly  off, 
cannot  continue  to  feed  him.  His  coming 
was  preceded  by  a  letter  in  which  she  begged 
us  to  accept  him,  and  in  which,  describing  her 
dear  Azor,  she  said  : 

"  He's  as  sound  as  a  bell  and  smells  like  a 
bird." 

This  delightful  expression,  accompanied 
by  a  certain  picturesqueness  of  spelling,  dis- 
poses us  in  the  orphan's  favour. 

He  has  arrived.  He  is  a  sheep-dog.  He 
has  an  exuberant  nature  and  a  heart  over- 
flowing with  love.  This  love  he  is  perpetually 
offering  us,  leaping  heavily  around  us,  tossing 
his  woolly  stalactites.  He  knocks  against 
everything,  breaks  everything,  dirties  every- 
thing. Accustomed  as  he  is  to  the  kennel 
and  the  chain,  he  will  have  to  continue  his 
harsh  destiny  on  the  threshold  of  the  Abbey. 

And  Golaud,  who  refuses  any  form  of  ser- 
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vice,  will,  I  hope,  understand  that  this  sub- 
ordinate can  never  put  him  in  the  shade, 
in  spite  of  his  great  stature. 
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Here  is  Golaud's  opinion  of  Azor  : 

"  A  new  dog  has  been  admitted  to  the 
house.  What  a  number  of  dogs  there  are 
upon  this  earth  and  how  difficult  it  is  to 
reign  alone  ! 

"  Fortunately  this  one  is  a  poor  creature  ; 
and  his  very  character  enables  me  to  ignore 
him.  He  has  but  one  thought,  which  is  to 
watch  the  people  who  go  in  or  out.  He  can- 
not sleep  for  it !  Fastened  near  the  front- 
door, he  gives  a  frantic  yell  the  moment  any 
one  appears,  no  matter  who.  What  a  strange 
condition  of  mind ! 

"If  a  member  of  the  household  passes 
near  him,  he  rears  up  at  the  end  of  his 
chain,  giving  the  most  frenzied  leaps.  He 
upsets  his  kennel,  his  pan,  his  water-trough ; 
then,  restless  and  feverish,  with  a  parched 
tongue,  he  looks  for  his  water,  not  under- 
standing that  the  earth  is  also  thirsty. 
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"  For  the  rest,  he  does  not  trouble  me  in 
any  way.  I  can  avoid  him  whenever  I  feel 
inclined,  but  I  cannot  understand  why  the 
gods  put  up  with  this  noisy  and  indiscreet 
animal. 

11  I   despise  Azor  and  his  absurd  mania. 


AZOR. 

"  I  despise  Azor  and  his  absurd  mania.     For  me,  barking 
is  merely  a  means  of  opening  doors." 

For  me,  barking  is  merely  a  means  of  opening 
doors." 
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Alas  !  Poor  Azor,  who  had  come  from  the 
land  of  sunshine,  could  not  get  used  to  our 
Norman  mists.  Six  months  later  he  died. 

The  old  woman  was  always  asking  for  news 
of  her  dog.  How — and  why — should  we 
announce  that  he  was  dead  ?  Every  month, 
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as  long  as  she  lived,  she  received  a  post-card 
to  assure  her  that  he  was  perfectly  happy 
and  had  nothing  the  matter  with  him. 
Was  it  not  the  truth  ? 
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Thus  for  many  long  years  Monsieur  Poire's 
sober  and  regular  existence  ran  its  course. 
He  had  a  peculiar  sense  of  plan  and  distance  ; 
he  seemed  to  understand  all  the  complexities 
of  social  life  •  he  was  a  perfect  traveller. 
We  never  had  to  worry  about  him.  We 
would  arrive  in  a  strange  town  and  lose  him  ; 
he  would  look  for  the  car,  find  it  and  sit  down 
inside,  in  spite  of  the  people  about  the  garage. 

One  day  we  went  to  look  at  a  church, 
leaving  him  outside  ;  we  forgot  all  about  him 
and  went  out  by  another  door.  Golaud  waited 
for  us  in  vain  ;  at  last  he  went  back  to  the 
railway-station,  hunted  out  our  luggage  in  the 
cloak-room  and  lay  down  in  front  of  it.  All 
this  was  done  with  such  calmness,  dignity 
and  assurance  that  the  porters  stood  amazed, 
took  notice  of  him  and  never  thought  of 
driving  him  away. 

He  met  with  more  than  one  accident,  for 


120  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

he  was  of  an  adventurous  spirit  and  knew  no 
fear  of  man.  He  had  faith  in  mankind,  the 
dear  dog  !  And  he  understood  a  great  many 
things,  but  he  did  not  suspect  the  existence 
of  evil. 

One  day  he  returned  to  the  Abbey  limping 
and  moaning  with  pain.  He  had  been 
violently  beaten,  so  cruelly  ill-treated  indeed 
that  he  nearly  died.  For  six  weeks  he  under- 
went the  most  agonizing  treatment  with  a 
touching  understanding  ;  day  after  day  he 
licked  the  hand  of  the  veterinary  surgeon  who 
came  to  torture  him.  The  surgeon,  an  old 
man  with  a  heart  hardened  by  forty  years' 
practice,  was  astonished  at  Golaud's  endur- 
ance and  declared  that  he  had  never  known 
such  a  patient. 

Scarcely  had  he  recovered  from  this  long 
illness  when  a  fly  containing  four  persons 
ran  over  his  body.  It  was  in  a  street  at 
Dieppe,  on  a  market-day.  A  crowd  gathered 
round  the  cab  ;  I  called  Golaud  ;  a  pack  of 
nasty  street-boys  stood  and  jeered  at  me  : 

"  Your  old  tyke  ;  ugh,  he's  squashed  flat !  " 

I  rushed  forward,  venting  my  fury  on  the 
people,  and  carried  my  poor  dog  into  a 
chemist's  shop.  He  was  absolutely  unhurt ! 
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. 
Another   time   it   was    a   motor,    a    huge 

limousine,  which  went  bouncing  over  his  head, 
without  injuring  him  !  Yet  nothing  affected 
his  trust  in  humanity  and  motor-cars.  Both 
were  wonderful  and  kindly  powers  which 
could  not  do  him  harm. 
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Nevertheless,  there  were  dramatic  moments 
in  his  private  life.  I  refer  to  our  theatrical 
performances  at  Saint- Wandrille.  Accus- 
tomed as  he  was  to  take  part  freely  in  all  that 
happened,  he  might  easily  have  gone  about 
everywhere,  among  the  spectators  or  the 
actors  ;  he  was  capable  of  taking  a  friendly 
leap  into  the  lap  of  Banquo's  ghost  or  of 
wriggling  comfortably  across  King  Duncan's 
blood-stained  bed.  On  this  occasion  his 
physical  peculiarities  were  against  him.  He 
had  to  be  carefully  shut  up,  while  his  rival 
Azor,  on  the  contrary,  a  sort  of  sinister 
Don  Quixote,  very  black  and  lean,  was  re- 
leased and  allowed  to  prowl  around  Macbeth, 
in  the  happiest  manner,  while  the  Thane  of 
Cawdor,  dagger  in  hand,  delivered  the  solilo- 
quy that  precedes  his  crime, 
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Dear  Monsieur  Poire,  so  artlessly  devoid 
of  style,  this  was  the  only  time  that  I  ever 
caused  you  pain  during  all  the  fifteen  years 
that  we  spent  together.  It  must  have  seemed 
unjust,  for  you  were  so  well-pleased  with  your 
short,  fat  figure,  your  stump  of  a  tail  and 
your  ears,  which  stood  up  like  two  little 
motor-horns  from  your  broad  forehead.  To 
soften  those  dismal  hours,  I  myself  shut 
you  in,  with  tender  words  ;  I  supplied  your 
prison  with  luxurious  cushions  ;  I  placed  your 
favourite  cakes  beside  you.  But  you  touched 
nothing,  thereby  giving  me  to  understand 
that  you  were  not  taken  in.  Daddy,  daddy, 
do  you  forgive  me  after  all  ? 

26 

A  window  is  open  to  the  blue  sky,  a  perfect 
blue.  Golaud  is  sitting  at  it,  looking  out 
at  ...  what  ? 

There  is  nothing,  nothing  but  a  square  of 
blue  enamel. 

My  curiosity  aroused,  I  lean  over  him  and 
discover  that  his  nose  is  working  feverishly. 

He  is  engaged  in  converse  with  the  wind, 
a  conversation  of  intense  interest,  which 
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sends  surreptitious  quivers  running  through 
his  loins. 

Evidently  he  is  tasting  joys  with  which 
human  beings  are  unfamiliar.  He  keeps  up 
relations  with  nature  of  which  we  know 
nothing.  In  the  garden,  amid  the  green  and 
uniform  swaying 
grass,  does  not  the 
couch-grass  take  pity 
on  his  innocence  and 
say  : 

"  Eat  me  to  cool 
your  stomach  ?  ' 


27 


Golaud  rejoices  in 

..  ..   T     He  is  engaged  m  converse  with 

the  summer  ;   and  I  the  wind, 

admire  him. 

No  mental  image  disturbs  his  beatitude. 
As  he  lies  outstretched,  with  paws  relaxed, 
none  of  his  senses  awakens  his  little  brain, 
which  is  everlastingly  asleep  ;  but  each  of 
them,  like  the  selfish  servant  that  it  is,  enjoys 
its  own  pleasures,  without  troubling  its 
master.  Suddenly  and  quickly  he  rises  to 
his  feet,  twitches  his  ears  as  though  to  make 
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a  sign  of  understanding  to  some  invisible 
power,  then  turns  about  and  methodically 
lies  down  again. 

28 

Golaud,   seated  on   a  bench,   is  watching 
something.      An    enormous    bumble-bee     is 

humming  round  a 
young  flowering  la- 
burnum. In  her 
sudden  flight  she 
seems  to  dash 
against  invisible 
/*-*-i  i  walls.  Suddenly 

(/  I  /  she   pounces   upon 

kV^y^ __.._  a  flower,  her  hairy 

C5  legs    cling    to    its 

Monsieur  Poire  knows  his  insects     rjp^ojg 


\ 


as  well  as  any  entomologist.  .  . 

pears  into  the 

calyx,  like  a  bead  of  jet,  and  the  weighted 
flower  bows  its  head. 

Presently  it  springs  up  again,  relieved  of 
its  burden  :  the  burly  visitor  has  departed. 
From  garden  to  garden  the  busy  glutton 
continues  her  thefts. 

Golaud  has  contemplated  her  with  interest, 
but  without  attempting  to  molest  her.  Twice 
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the  bumble-bee  has  grazed  his  nose,  but  his 
heavy  jaw  did  not  even  snap  at  her  as  she 
passed. 

Monsieur  Poire  knows  his  insects  as  well  as 
any  entomologist ;  he  has  the  sense  to  respect 
those  which  sting  and  to  indulge  in  harmless 
play  with  those  which  are  harmless. 


29 

ADELAIDE 

Adelaide  died  in  the  prime  of  life.  Her 
years  numbered  one  hundred  and  twenty. 
When  Golaud  first  set  eyes  upon  her,  she 
was  a  puzzle  to  him. 

He  sniffed  at  her,  touched  her  and,  not  in 
the  least  understanding  her,  considered  her 
for  several  days.  Then,  having  observed 
that  no  one  ever  petted  her  and  that  she  cared 
for  nothing  but  salad,  he  felt  assured  that 
she  would  not  deprive  him  of  anything  ;  and 
he  conceived  a  certain  affection  for  her. 

He  liked  to  sit  down  beside  her,  in  the  same 
patch  of  sunlight.  Adelaide,  who  would 
withdraw  shyly  into  her  house  at  the  least 
glance,  supported  Monsieur  Poke's  question- 
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ing  gaze  without  confusion.  She  had  no  fear 
of  him  whatever  and  would  sometimes  allow 
him  to  rest  his  massive  head  upon  the  roof  of 
her  dwelling. 

Now  one  day,  as  they  lay  side  by  side  on 
the  grass,  both  in  solemn  silence — for  Ade- 
laide was  dumb — an  idea  occurred  to  her, 
a  disastrous  idea  !  She,  so  modest,  so  bash- 
ful even,  wanted,  Narcissus-like,  to  see  herself 
mirrored  in  the  limpid  flood.  Deliberately 
protruding  her  little  arms  and  legs  from 
under  her  big  house,  she  set  off  slowly  and 
heavily,  tracing  in  the  long  grass  a  path  as 
wide  as  her  shell. 

Presently,  for  the  distance  was  short,  she 
reached  the  edge  of  the  pond.  There,  with 
outstretched  neck,  she  seemed  to  take  her 
bearings.  Her  slender  head,  straining  for- 
ward, groped  in  the  air,  which  seemed,  for 
her,  to  be  a  tangible  thing  ;  and  then,  sud- 
denly, she  fell  like  a  stone.  Circular  ripples 
formed  on  the  surface  of  the  water,  spreading 
and  spreading,  bearing  witness  once  again 
to  her  presence.  Then  they  faded  away ; 
and  all  was  over. 

Adelaide  was  no  more.  Monsieur  Poire, 
who  had  followed  his  play-fellow,  saw  her 
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disappear  without  grasping  what  had  hap- 
pened ;  and  it  was  a  long  time  before  the 
gardener  gave  up  looking  for  the  tortoise. 


3° 

I  have  counted  the  words  which  Golaud 
understood  and  have  interpreted  them  in  the 
light  of  his  impressions  and  character.  Here 
they  are : 

GOLAUD'S  VOCABULARY 

SILENCE. — The  superiority  of  the  canine 
race. 

SPEECH. — The  inferiority  of  the  human  race. 

FIRE  AND  SUNLIGHT. — A  magnificent  inven- 
tion of  mankind  to  warm  me  out  of 
doors  and  in.  Unhappily  it  is  a  whim  of 
theirs  to  put  out  the  fire  at  frequent 
intervals  and  to  cover  the  sun  with 
great  black  bags.  When  these  burst, 
you  get  drenched. 

THE  SEA. — My  foot-bath. 

THE  COUNTRY. — My  kingdom. 

THE  WIND. — The  bearer  of  important  news. 

THE  BREEZE. — The  daily  paper  which  tells 


128  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

me  every  morning  any  interesting  things 
that  may  have  happened. 

NIGHT. — A  great  curtain,  which  men  draw 
over  the  sky  each  day,  so  that  I  may 
sleep  more  soundly. 

STREETS. — Places  full  of  delightful  surprises. 

POSTS. — Revered  muses  that  have  inspired 
me  with  my  most 
beautiful  poems. 

STICK. — An  object  in- 
vented for  chastis- 
ing ordinary  dogs. 

FLIES  AND  CATS. — 
Hateful  animals 
whom  it  is  my  mis- 
sion to  destroy. 

KENNEL. — A  box  for  Hateful  animals  whom  it  is 
animals  tO  live  in.  my  mission  to  destroy. 

HOUSE. — See  Kennel. 

KITCHEN. — An  enchanted  palace. 

DINING-ROOM. — A  sacred  place  in  which  dogs 
say  their  prayers. 

ARM-CHAIRS. — Treacherous  divinities,  inca- 
pable of  keeping  a  secret.  Every  arm- 
chair that  I  know  has  betrayed  me.1 

1  Golaud    occupies    arm-chairs    only    by    stealth.    The 
moment  he  hears  his  master's  step,  he  hastily  quits  the 
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DUST-BIN.  —  The  poor  dogs'  canteen. 
SHOES,  HAT,  WALKING-STICK,   OVERCOAT.  — 

Mysterious  objects  which  the  gods  put 

about  them  to  announce  that  they  are 

going  for  a  walk. 
SIRLOIN.  —  An  incomparable  delicacy,  always 

forbidden. 
CUTLETS.  —  Delicacies  accessible  as  far  as  the 

bones  are  concerned. 
SUGAR.  —  The  reward  obtained  for  performing 

actions  which  are  ridiculous  in  themselves 

but  delight  the  gods. 
EARTH  AND   SKY.  —  The  first  supports  me  ; 

the  second  covers  me.     Together  they 

form  Space,  in  which  I  am  contained. 


GOLAUD'S  TRAVELLING-IMPRESSIONS 

Here    are    some    of    Golaud's    travelling 
impressions  : 

"  After  alighting  from  the  train,  we  went 
to  see  a  town  which  my  mistress  kept  say- 

forbidden  seat,  but  unfortunately  a  warm  hollow  invariably 
denounces  his  disobedience  to  orders.  What  a  puzzle  for 
Monsieur  Poire  ! 
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ing  was  extraordinary.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
there  were  no  dogs,  carriages,  people,  or 
streets  ;  but  there  were  flights  of  steps  and 
other  terrifying  things  all  over  the  place.  The 
most  terrible  to  my  mind  was  that  I  had 
continually  to  walk  on  gratings,  which  showed 
the  void  below  ;  my  feet,  being  smaller  than 
my  master's,  kept  slipping  through  the  gaps. 
I  decided  to  have  done  as  quickly  as  I  could 
with  this  town,  which  offered  me  nothing  but 
deadly  pitfalls  :  and  the  moment  1  saw  a  way 
out  I  fled. 

"  I  very  soon  regretted  what  I  had  done. 
They  had  not  selected  their  hotel :  how  was 
I  to  find  them  ?  For  a  minute  or  two  I  was 
perplexed,  remembering,  in  despair,  that  the 
motor-car  had  been  left  at  home  ;  but  it 
was  the  vision  of  the  car  that  saved  me. 
It  reminded  me  of  the  train  which  had 
brought  us ;  and  I  next  remembered  the 
trunks,  portmanteaux,  umbrellas,  rugs  and 
so  forth  ;  all  those  cumbrous  impedimenta 
which  I  am  so  well  able  to  do  without ! 
Guided  by  my  nose,  I  soon  found  the  station 
and  the  place  where  these  for  once  con- 
venient objects  had  been  deposited.  There 
they  were,  amid  mountains  of  bags  and 
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parcels  which  incited  me   frequently  to  lift 
my  leg. 

"  They  had  been  placed  on  a  shelf  too 
high  for  me  to  reach,  but  their  sweet  scent 
relieved  me  of  all  anxiety.  I  sat  down,  so 
as  not  to  lose  sight  of  them.  Idiots  wearing 
caps  with  shiny  peaks  came  and  looked  at 
me.  I  rolled  such  eyes  at  them  that  they 
deemed  it  prudent  to  avoid  me. 

"  Unfortunately  there  was  no  food  going 
in  this  place  ;  and  time  passed  very  slowly. 
It  was  long  after  dinner-time  when  I  saw 
my  parents  appear  at  last.  They  were 
mourning  my  loss  with  a  depth  of  feeling 
that  flattered  me.  I  was  greeted  with  ex- 
clamations of  delight.  My  father,  who  was 
greatly  moved,  declared  that  I  was  wonderful  ; 
as  for  my  mother,  though  I  am  much  too 
heavy  for  her  arms,  she  held  me  in  her  embrace 
for  quite  a  long  time,  repeating,  in  loving 
tones  : 

"  '  You're  a  dog  of  genius,  you  dear,  dear 
Golaud  !  ' 

"  The  word  '  genius  '  does  not  occur  in  my 
canine  dictionary,  which  will  refer  you  to  the 
word  '  banquet.'  Turn  up  '  banquet '  and 
you  will  find  that  it  is  'a  sumptuous  meal 


132  MAETERLINCK'S  DOGS 

offered  to  men  who  have  become  illustrious 
and  who  are  commonly  called  men  of  genius/ 
"  As  I  am  an  honest  dog,  I  shall  wait  for 
a  week.  If  in  a  week  from  now  they  do 
not  offer  me  a  banquet  I  shall  steal  the 
pudding  !  " 

32 
SOME  OF  GOLAUD'S  HOME  IMPRESSIONS 

"  Each  morning  regularly,  before  I  open  my 
eyes,  my  god  restores  the  colour  of  things. 
Thus  I  find  my  pleasures  and  occupations 
alike  waiting  for  me. 

"  We  go  down  into  the  garden.  Why 
doesn't  he  make  the  sun  shine  every  day  ? 
It's  a  mystery  to  me.  While  he  amuses 
himself  by  looking  at  his  flowers,  I  question 
the  sky,  the  breeze  and  the  smells  which 
bring  me  the  world's  news.  Then  we  go 
upstairs  to  his  study.  These  are  the  painful 
hours  of  my  life  ;  and  I  have  to  steep  myself 
in  oblivion  in  order  to  get  through  them  dis- 
creetly. There  we  remain  shut  up  from  nine 
o'clock  to  twelve,  day  after  day !  The 
torture  of  it !  Nothing  to  do  and  nothing 
to  look  at ! 
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"  My  master  bends  over  his  sheets  of  paper, 
yielding  to  his  incomprehensible  passion  for 
scratching  and  scratching  away,  without 
stopping. 

"  No  one  enters  the  room,  not  even  the 
sun,  for  the  shutters  are  kept  closed  and 
the  blinds  down.  There  is  no  hope  of  the 
least  distraction.  Even  the  teasing  of  the 
flies  would  be  a  comfort,  but  it  is  too  dark  ; 
they  sulk  in  their  corners  and  do  not 
budge. 

"  What  is  a  dog  to  do  ? 

"  Sometimes  a  ray  of  light  creeps  along 
the  floor.  Then  I  lie  upon  it,  stretching 
myself  out  lengthwise  in  order  to  take  full 
possession  of  it.  ... 


33 

"  My  mistress  is  very  much  my  master's 
superior  in  one  respect.  She  has  no  study  ! 

"  It  is  her  only  point  of  superiority,  to  my 
thinking ;  but  it  is  an  important  point. 
With  her  there  are  no  imprisonment  and  no 
prohibitions.  She  works  anywhere  and  every- 
where :  in  the  garden,  on  the  benches,  on 
the  grass,  under  the  trees,  in  the  shrubberies  ; 
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she  will  remain  in  the  same  place  for  days 
together,  but  so  long  as  I  am  with  her  I  am 
free.  I  climb  on  her  knees,  I  rummage  in 
her  pockets  for  chocolate,  I  take  tea  with 
her,  I  go  away  and  come  back  again  and  I 
am  never  scolded. 

"  When  she  remains  in  her  room  I  go  in 
and  out  incessantly  ;  she  opens  the  door, 
patiently,  and  says,  with  unvarying  tender- 
ness : 

"  '  What  is  it,  darling  ?  ' 

"  Of  course  I  love  my  mistress,  but  how 
much  more  I  should  love  her  if  she  inspired 
me  with  a  certain  degree  of  fear  ! 

34 

"  In  the  majestic  dining-room  the  delicate 
moment  of  dessert  has  arrived.  The  god 
raises  the  cover  of  the  cheese-stand  ;  and 
the  cheese  fills  the  whole  room  with  the 
most  pungent  smell.  Yet  no  one  has  the 
least  idea  of  punishing  it. 

"  They  say  that  men  have  invented 
numbers  of  things.  What  I  say  is,  that  they 
have  invented  injustice  and  mystery. 
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35 

"  After  looking  out  at  the  night,  which 
is  dark  and  cloudy,  my  parents  declare  that 
the  weather  to-morrow  won't  be  fit  for 
a  dog  !  I  know  what  this  means  ;  and  I 
shall  take  good  care  to  go  out  to-morrow. 
I  also  know  that  water,  so  delicious  when 
you  are  thirsty,  is  a  horrid  thing  to  have 
on  your  back ;  but  the  study  of  posts, 
gutters  and  the  soil  is  essential  to  my 
happiness/' 

36 

GOLAUD' s  VIEWS  ON  BOXING 

"  One  day  I  was  lying  stretched  upon  the 
gravel  of  the  terrace.  The  sun  covered  me 
tenderly  with  its  rays.  My  master  was 
sitting  on  a  bench  a  few  paces  away,  reading 
and  smoking  his  pipe. 

"  I  felt  very  happy  and  congratulated 
myself  on  taking  part  in  so  well-ordered  a 
life.  And  I  fell  asleep.  .  .  . 

"  Suddenly  a  sprinkle  of  sand  hit  me  on 
the  nose.  I  drew  myself  up.  What  did  I 
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see  ?  My  master,  clad  in  a  most  unseemly 
fashion,  with  fists  that  had  suddenly  become 
enormous  and  a  congested  face,  was  rushing 
at  a  man  whom  I  did  not  know,  a  murderer, 
no  doubt,  or  a  thief  !  .  .  . 

"  I  did  not  hesitate  for  a  moment.  Carried 
away  by  my  feelings,  I  leapt  between  the 
combatants.  .  .  .  Alas,  the  designs  of  men 
are  past  all  comprehension !  They  were 
both  of  them  angry  with  me  ;  insults  and 
blows  conveyed  the  intimation  that  I  was 
to  keep  my  place,  the  place  of  a  dog  who 
must  understand  nothing,  who  must  form 
no  opinions  and  who  may  intervene  only 
at  the  word  of  command !  Helpless  and 
deeply  pained,  I  witnessed  the  fight,  which 
lasted  for  a  long  time  :  a  terribly  long  time 
it  seemed  to  my  exasperated  nerves. 

"  At  last  they  ceased  fighting  and  went 
off  to  have  a  drink  in  the  arbour,  like  two 
old  friends  !  Did  you  ever  know  anything 
so  insane  ? 

"  Since  that  day,  this  inexplicable  incident 
has  been  constantly  repeated.  I  ponder  over 
it  in  vain.  I  shall  never  understand  ! 

"  Truly  the  gods  have  a  knack  of  behaving 
in  the  most  unexpected  fashion  !  " 
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37 

Here  I  owe  it  to  the  truth  to  confess  that 
the  career  of  this  exemplary  dog  was  at  one 
time  marred  by  what  I  may  call  a  brief 
obliteration  of  the  moral  sense.  If  in  my 
eyes  he  did  not  lose  merit  thereby,  it  was 
because  it  is  obviously  more  admirable  to 
return  to  the  paths  of  virtue  than  never  to 
depart  from  them. 

What  was  it  that  happened  within  his 
mind  ?  In  the  prime  of  his  life  his  blind 
wisdom  was  transformed  into  a  bitter,  lucid 
philosophy  ;  and  to  judge  from  his  actions, 
which  became  suddenly  dissolute,  he  seemed 
to  be  asking  himself  : 

"  Where  has  respect  for  my  duties  led 
me  ?  Am  I  the  happier  for  being  perfect  ? 

"  It  is  true  that  my  parents  spoil  me  ; 
but  should  I  not  obtain  even  more  by  spoiling 
myself  ?  They  give  me  chicken-bones  and 
fish-heads  ;  with  a  little  pluck  could  I  not 
sometimes  get  hold  of  a  fillet  of  sole  or  the 
wing  of  a  fowl  ? 

"  When  I  was  courting  the  lady-dogs  of 
the  baker  and  the  rector,  did  they  not  deceive 
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and  basely  betray  me  with  villains  who  had 
this  advantage  over  me,  that  they  were  free 
and  could  visit  their  mistresses  at  any  hour 
of  the  day  or  night  ? 

"  I  have  understood  men  and  adored  them. 
How  have  they  repaid  my  love  ?  A  pork- 
butcher  once  pinned  me  to  his  shop-front ; 
a  shepherd  all  but  beat  me  to  death  ;  a 
grocer  thrashed  me  unmercifully ;  others 
have  insulted  me ;  and  the  majority  have 
scoffed  at  my  dignity. 

"  I  have  always  revered  motor-cars  ;  not 
content  with  having  no  consideration  for  me 
in  return,  they  have  repeatedly  made  base 
attempts  to  murder  me. 

"  To  please  the  gods,  I  have  respected 
silence,  order  and  discipline.  And  then, 
when  my  enemy,  that  ^stupid  Azor,  dis- 
appeared, they  adopted  a  female  sheep-dog, 
a  fool  who  barks  all  day  long  and  goes  tearing 
through  the  rooms  ! 

"  And  flowers  !  Flowers  are  things  which 
are  not  good  to  eat  and  which  smell  bad  ! 
That  is  my  opinion ;  and  my  opinions 
are  sturdy,  unshakable  and  everlasting,  like 
myself.  Nevertheless,  to  make  myself  agree- 
able to  the  gods,  I  have  respected  those 
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useless  and  insipid  objects.  This  often  im- 
plied an  amount  of  application  which  was 
positively  painful.  And  the  sheep-dog  makes 
havoc  of  the  flower-beds  1 

"  I  performed  what  I  may  call  a  canine 
feat   of   skill  when   I   learnt   to   understand 


"  They  adopted  a  female  sheep-dog,  a  fool  who  goes  tearing 
through  the  rooms." 

what  sleep  means  to  others.  How  many 
times,  during  my  god's  afternoon  doze,  have 
I  not  resisted  the  temptation  to  exterminate 
the  disrespectful  fly  that  defied  me  by  walk- 
ing up  and  down  his  forehead  !  But  was 
he  conscious  of  my  courageous  discretion  ? 
Whereas  the  sheep-dog  has  awakened  him 
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time  after  time  by  barking  outside  the  house  ; 
and  he  considers  that  natural ! 

"  As  for  the  god  himself,  ah,  this  is  what 
breaks  my  heart !  He  taught  me  to  think 
and  in  so  doing  shook  my  faith.  I  have 
learnt  to  doubt  his  divinity  ;  and  my  happi- 
ness is  at  an  end. 

"  One  of  my  first  dis- 
coveries was  this  :  it  is  true 
that  my  god  is  great,  for  he 
eats  whenever  he  likes ;  but, 
if  he  is  omnipotent,  why  does 
he  never  finish  the  dish  ? 

"  From  the  day  when  I 
began  to  argue  in  this  way, 
my  peace  of  mind  was  in 
danger :  I  beheld  all  the 
imperfections  of  mankind. 
Men's  fickleness  and  injustice  were  what 
afflicted  me  most  particularly  ;  next  I  came 
to  perceive  their  vanity.  They  call  us  their 
humble  brothers  ;  and  meanwhile  it  is  they 
who  work  and  we  who  fold  our  paws  !  They 
have  with  difficulty  invented  extraordinary 
things  which  enable  them  to  see  through 
walls,  but  we,  their  humble  brothers,  find 
our  noses  sufficient.  I  know  when  a  stranger 


GOLAUD  PHILOSO- 
PHIZING : 

"  If  he  is  omnipotent, 
why  does  he  never 
finish  the  dish?" 


GOLAUD  THE  SUPERDOG  141 

enters  the  house  ;  and,  when  I  am  under  the 
table,  I  know  precisely  at  what  moment  the 
majestic  sirloin  is  laid  upon  it. 

"  Man  says  : 

"  '  I  think,  therefore  I  am.' 

"  I  say  : 

"  '  I  smell,  therefore  I  am/ 

"  Man  again  says  : 

"  '  To  be  or  not  to  be.' 

" 1  say  : 

"  '  To  eat  or  not  to  eat.' 

"  The  distance  which  divides  us  therefore 
is  not  very  great.  Oh,  I  am  quite  well  aware 
of  the  objection  which  they  would  raise  ! 
Speech,  everlasting  speech  !  That  wonderful 
mechanical  device  which  leads  their  lives  all 
astray  and  makes  them  love  one  another, 
quarrel  and  hate  one  another  without  know- 
ing why  !  If  only  they  knew  the  harm  it 
does  them  ! 

"  It  may  be  that  they  have  hearts  like 
mine  ;  but  this  speech  of  theirs  gets  in  the 
way  and  confuses  everything.  It  is  pitiable. 
For  my  part,  when  I  love,  I  prove  it ;  they 
say  it. 

"  No,  I  certainly  do  not  envy  them  their 
ridiculous  device. 
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"  On  the  whole,  my  mental  development 
has  brought  me  nothing  but  disappointment ; 
my  life  has  been  one  long  series  of  mortifica- 
tions and  sacrifices.  I  must  not  touch  the 
meat !  I  must  never  go  to  the  larder  or  the 
sideboard !  I  must  never  sleep  on  the  beds  or 
easy-chairs!  I  must  respect  birds,  guinea- 
pigs  (which  I  find  excessively  exasperating), 
rabbits,  fowls  and  their  families ;  I  must 
respect  gold-fish  ;  I  must  respect  even  the 
turf,  ay,  even  stones  1  I  must  respect  .  .  . 
what  else  ?  Why,  everything  !  That  is  easy 
to  remember  :  everything  1  My  whole  life  is 
just  one  tissue  of  respect !  To  please  them 
I  have  repressed  my  instincts,  lost  my  vigour, 
vitiated  my  sensibility,  annihilated  my  pas- 
sions, destroyed  my  tastes  and  stifled  my 
desires  1  And  after  I  have  done  all  this  they 
call  me  the  Superdog. 

"  I  do  not  understand,  but,  as  they  speak 
this  word  in  a  tone  of  praise,  I  conclude  that 
their  wonderful  device  of  language  has  dis- 
placed their  centre  of  admiration.  However, 
I  love  them  in  spite  of  it  all ;  and  my  heart 
is  large  enough  to  conceal  both  the  world  and 
my  grief  from  my  sight.'' 
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Need  I  say  that  these  reflections  were 
highly  disastrous  to  the  worthy  Golaud  and 
that  the  Superdog  deteriorated  into  an  abso- 
lute hooligan  ? 

We  were  at  that  time  living  near  Grasse, 
in  a  villa  surrounded  by  grounds  whose  too- 
hospitable  paths  ran,  without  any  intervening 
barriers,  straight  into  the  rose-fields  and  olive- 
orchards.  The  bull-dog,  his  faith  once  under- 
mined, took  advantage  of  these  conditions. 

He  would  be  found  in  the  streets  of  the 
town  with  an  attendant  train  of  vagrant 
dogs,  his  coat  draggled,  his  eyes  dull,  his  legs 
booted  to  the  thigh  with  mud.  He  was 
giving  free  scope  to  his  instincts.  Everybody 
complained  of  him.  Several  bitches  of  good 
family  were  in  trouble,  thanks  to  Monsieur 
Poire.  He  went  to  the  length  of  stealing  a 
huge  cheese  from  a  dairy  and  a  rich  pie  from 
the  grocer's  !  Evidently  he  was  applying  to 
his  excesses  the  same  qualities  of  intelligence 
and  sagacity  that  had  irradiated  his  virtues. 
Well  might  we  anxiously  ask  ourselves  where 
he  would  stop.  Growing  bolder  and  bolder, 
he  committed  some  fresh  crime  daily.  The 
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moment  he  came  home,  well  knowing  that 
punishment  awaited  him,  he  would  deliber- 
ately go  in  search  of  his  master.  His  penance 
accomplished,  he  would  return  to  my  side 
and  seemed  to  say  : 

"  I  shall  do  it  again  to-morrow,  for  the 
advantages  outweigh  the  draw- 
backs/J 

Twice  he  was  locked  up  ; 
and  to  obtain  his  release  we 
had  to  pay  a  fine  and  give 
an  undertaking  to  restrict  a 
liberty  which  was  proving  so 
dangerous.  But  it  was  not 
He  came  home,  easy  to  restrain  him.  First  he 

ZSSSSZ  mana§ed  to  escaPe  by  SHPP^ 

awaited  him.  out  of  his  collar ;  next  he 
gnawed  through  the  cord  which 
held  him  prisoner.  In  the  end  we  had  to  resort 
to  sterner  measures  by  shutting  him  up  in  a 
room.  And  all  the  time  he  was  setting  a 
most  demoralizing  example.  This  was  where 
superiority  had  landed  the  Superdog  !  I  spent 
long  hours  with  him  to  alleviate  his  grief,  but 
resisted  the  longing  to  restore  him  to  liberty  : 
had  he  not  lost  the  common-sense  without 
which  social  existence  becomes  impossible  ? 
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In  the  town,  his  enemies  lay  in  wait  for  him. 
"  People  "  —that  terrible,  crafty  entity  —  had 
sided  with  the  dairyman  and  the  grocer; 
Monsieur  Poire  was  condemned  to  death  ! 

A  month  later,  we  thought  that  reflection 
and  meditation  had  perhaps  accomplished 
their  sadly  indis- 
pensable work.  /< 
Cautiously  we  \* 
opened  the  pri- 
son-doors  to  him. 
He  walked  out 
gravely,  without 
undue  haste,  and 
proceeded  to  seat 

himself     on    the 

.  .  GOLAUD'S  REPENTANCE. 

front  steps  of  the 

house,  in  view  of  everybody.  There  he  re- 
mained for  several  days,  resigned,  dejected, 
but  perfectly  well-behaved. 

Civilization  had  reconquered  his  soul. 


39 
GOLAUD'S  VIEWS  ON  THE  WAR 

"  A  man  has  been  to  the  village  square 
banging  two  sticks  on  a  drum.     Another  man 


IO 
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came  and  pasted  big  pieces  of  paper  on  the 
walls  ;  and  a  third  rang  the  church-bell  for 
a  long  time.  Then  the  whole  of  life  was 
completely  changed  from  top  to  bottom. 

"  In  the  fields  the  cattle  cried  in  vain  for 
water.  In  the  farmyards  my  colleagues  gave 
voice  to  their  anxiety  by  howling.  I,  for  my 
part,  am  silent,  as  always ;  and  I  observe 
things  sadly,  for  Habit  is  overthrown  and  my 
happiness  is  destroyed. 

"  One  hardly  has  time  to  sleep  or  eat.  In 
the  morning  people  sit  waiting  for  the  news- 
papers ;  in  the  afternoon  they  sit  reading  the 
newspapers  ;  and  next  day  they  begin  all 
over  again. 

'  The  god  is  altered  beyond  recognition. 
He  no  longer  goes  shooting,  no  longer  goes 
fishing,  takes  me  for  no  more  walks  and 
does  no  more  work  !  He  devotes  himself  to 
strange  occupations.  To-day  he  spent  his 
time  fetching  all  the  bottles  from  the 
cellar  and  putting  some  away  in  the  attic, 
others  under  the  floors,  in  the  roof,  in  the 
rabbit-hutch  and  in  the  hot-water  pipes. 
I  followed  him  without  understanding  what 
he  was  doing.  From  time  to  time  he  would 
say  : 
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"  '  If  they  do  come,  at  any  rate  they  sha'n't 
have  my  wine  !  ' 

"  My  mother  did  other  things,  equally 
ridiculous.  She  dug  holes  in  the  garden, 
in  which  she  planted  papers  and  books, 
weeping  as  she  did  so,  to  water  them,  I 
suppose  ! 

"  Friends  came  and  called,  but  took  no 
notice  of  me.  They  talked  solemnly,  without 
entering  the  dining-room. 

"  I  no  longer  recognize  a  soul.  Everything 
is  changed.  For  me  all  happiness  is  at  an 
end. 

"  Only  the  sun  still  remains  my  friend, 
as  warm,  as  kind  as  ever,  unchanged,  in 
fact !  He  alone  has  escaped  the  madness  of 
mankind.  I  can  take  refuge  only  in  his 
rays. 

"  What  is  happening  ? 

"  War,  war,  war  ! 

"  I  hear  nothing  but  that  word  ;  but  why 
get  so  excited  about  it  ?  As  though  it  were 
not  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world  ! 
How  could  one  live  without  fighting  ?  I 
fight  when  I  am  attacked  ;  and  when  I  am 
not  attacked  I  also  fight.  I  don't  know  why, 
but  it  is  necessary. 
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"  I  shall  not  enlarge  further  upon  their 
behaviour  at  this  period.  I  lived  in  a  con- 
stant state  of  anxiety  and  despair.  They 
committed  folly  upon  folly,  giving  up  their 
motor-cars,  installing  themselves  in  an  un- 
known chateau,  among  people  whom  I  did 
not  know,  rushing  about  incessantly,  desert- 
ing their  home,  making  me  travel  like  a  parrot 
in  a  cage  !  Oh  dear,  oh  dear  !  I  saw  them 
grow  more  and  more  senseless,  insane, 
absurd,  unrecognizable. 

"  And,  when  one  day  at  last  we  returned 
home  again,  I  found  that  Habit,  my  revered 
goddess,  was  also  altered  and  that  she  would 
henceforth  move  with  a  limping  gait  !  J: 

41 

These  were  the  last  recorded  words  of  my 
dear  Monsieur  Poire.  The  war  undoubtedly 
shortened  his  life.  He  was  too  sensitive  a 
dog  not  to  be  greatly  put  out  by  so  many 
unexpected  changes,  all  of  them  changes  for 
the  worse.  One  need  not  understand  in 
order  to  surfer.  Like  all  of  us,  Golaud 
suffered  through  the  war. 
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What  happened  between  him  and  his 
master  ?  For  a  long  time  the  one  ceased 
working  and  the  other  contracted  solitary 
habits.  I  soon  noticed  that  the  two  friends 
no  longer  shut  themselves  up  together  in  the 
study.  The  thing  came  about  gradually,  as 
is  the  way  with  profound  disagreements  in 
lives  that  have  been  lived  in  common.  The 
dog  struck  me  as  looking  sad.  I  asked 
Maeterlinck  about  it  ;  and  he  answered, 
without  a  smile  : 

"  Golan  d  has  refused  time  after  time  to 
come  and  work  with  me  !  " 

The  case  was  really  serious.  In  vain  I 
tried  to  bring  the  two  together.  Both  were 
blessed  with  a  fair  share  of  obstinacy  ;  and 
they  eluded  all  my  attempts. 

There  were  evidently  grievances  on  both 
sides,  as  in  all  disputes.  Did  the  dog  regard 
the  god's  presence,  a  presence  which  deprived 
him  of  all  comfort,  as  an  insufficient  compen- 
sation for  the  loss  of  the  downy  arm-chair 
which  was  so  grateful  to  his  rheumatism  ? 
Did  the  master  grow  tired  of  continually 
opening  the  door  to  meet  the  exacting  de- 
mands due  to  Monsieur  Poire' s  old  age  ? 

In  any  case,  the  ties  between  Golaud  and 
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myself  drew  closer  ;  and  the  dog  found  in  me 
the  feminine  indulgence  which  his  venerable 
years  and  his  many  disillusions  seemed  to 
call  for. 

He  sank,  rapidly  and  mournfully.  Weary 
in  body  and  spirits,  he  accepted  without  a 
struggle  the  things  that  formerly  would  have 
made  him  most  indignant.  Often  he  fixed  a 
disappointed  gaze  upon  us  : 

"  It  is  the  end  of  all  things  !  "  he  told  him- 
self. "  A  cat  is  enthroned  here ;  a  fox- 
terrier  is  continually  visiting  the  house  ;  a 
tame  mouse  is  allowed  to  walk  up  and  down 
the  tables !  Nobody  gives  any  orders." 
(He  had  become  quite  deaf.)  "  I  no  longer 
have  a  name ;  and  the  motor-cars  have  lost 
their  powerful  voices.  I  no  longer  have  a 
master.  They  have  done  away  with  the 
cakes,  the  sugar  and  the  sweets  which  I  used 
to  love !  I  have  seduced  the  sheep-dog  • 
and  my  descendants  will  go  about  looking 
ridiculous,  with  pointed  noses  and  foxes' 
tails  !  " 

However,  after  these  reflections,  Golaud 
would  attach  himself  to  his  master's  heels, 
reminding  us  of  a  broken  musical-box  which 
suddenly  plays  a  few  bars  upon  its  cracked 


GOLAUD  THE  SUPERDOG  151 

and  faltering  keys.  It  is  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  The  garden  is  flooded  with  the 
early  golden  light.  Maeterlinck  smokes  his 
pipe,  holds  a  book  in  his  hand,  inspects  the 
roses.  The  two  fiiends  walk  together  as  of 
old  ;  but  suddenly  the  dog  stops,  with  his 
legs  stiffened  and  his  eyes  staring.  He  no 
longer  knows  the  thing  to  do.  He  has  for- 
gotten life.  He  lies  down  in  a  patch  of 
sunshine  and  goes  to  sleep. 

So  the  last  days  of  his  existence  go  by.  It 
is  the  existence  of  an  egoist,  like  that  of  old 
men  who  seem  to  be  wisely  taking  leave  of 
things  before  these  abandon  them  for  ever. 
A  great  weariness  summons  them  to  the 
bosom  of  Mother  Earth ;  and  they  bow 
before  it. 

Happily  age  brings  its  compensations.  To 
a  dog  is  not  deafness  a  kind  of  Nirvana  ? 
No  more  uneasiness ;  no  more  obedience. 
Golaud  can  sleep  all  the  day  long  and  nothing 
will  come  to  disturb  his  rest.  The  world, 
the  universe  respect  him. 
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CHAPTER    VII 
JULES  THE  SPONGER 


SORRY-LOOKING  and  unlovely,  with 
a  dull  coat  that  has  all  the  appearance 
of  having  been  clumsily  patched,  the 
sponger  is  generally  of  medium  build,  as 
though  he  feared  that  he  might  occupy  more 
space  if  he  grew  bigger  and  find  it  even  harder 
to  win  a  place  in  the  world  of  dogs  and  men. 
He  is  preeminently  humble,  servile  and  dis- 
creet. He  refuses  to  be  snubbed ;  his  skin 
is  impervious  to  insults ;  he  accepts  a  kick 
with  an  air  of  compunction. 

Everybody  has  met  beggar-dogs,  those 
homeless  outcasts  who  wander  about  the 
streets,  snuffling  at  the  doors  for  a  scrap 
of  bread  or  a  bone.  The  sponger  is  bolder 
and  more  practical.  He  makes  a  masterful 
entrance  into  the  house  which  he  has  selected 
and  refuses  to  leave  it.  I  remember  one  who, 
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quite  against  our  will,  shared  our  roof  during 
one  of  our  visits  to  the  country  and  appointed 
himself  house-dog  to  all  the  successive 
tenants,  as  though  he  had  been  included  in 
the  inventory  of  the  villa,  fulfilling  his  duties 
as  its  guardian  without  troubling  in  the  least 
about  those  whom  he  was  protecting. 


Everybody  has  met  beggar-dogs,  snuffling  at  the  doors 
for  a  scrap  of  bread  or  a  bone 

But  the  most  typical  sponger  that  I  have 
ever  met  is  the  dog  whom  I  have  in  mind  at 
the  moment.  Here  is  his  story  :  at  Nice, 
last  winter,  I  was  gazing  out  of  the  window  at 
the  rain,  falling,  as  it  fell  daily,  in  a  dense, 
heavy  downpour,  confining  all  living  things 
as  in  a  watery  prison.  The  garden  seemed 
astounded  under  those  troubled  skies  ;  the 
palms  and  cypresses  had  lost  their  dignity 
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and  were  tossing  to  and  fro  ;  the  leaves  of 
the  tall  eucalyptus-trees  bristled  in  the  wind 
like  a  cock's  feathers  ;  and  the  beautiful, 
many-coloured  flowers  were  humbled  to  the 
earth,  dragging  their  rain-filled  calices  over 
the  muddy  soil.  In  the  midst  of  this  pitiless 
deluge  I  beheld  a  strange  dog  entering  our 
premises.  He  trotted  along,  without  haste, 
but  also  without  hesitation.  I  saw  him 
climb  the  two  terraces  and  turn  towards  the 
kitchen,  into  which  he  made  his  way.  A  few 
seconds  later  a  door  banged  noisily  and  the 
cook  appeared,  brandishing  a  dish-clout  and 
driving  the  stranger  away.  The  dog  re- 
treated some  little  distance,  then  turned  about 
and  halted,  as  though  to  ask  for  mercy.  His 
drenched  figure  was  piteously  dishevelled. 
Then  he  raised  his  miserable  face  to  the 
window. 

"  Let  him  stay  for  a  little,"  I  said.  "  It's 
raining  so  hard  !  " 

I  went  downstairs  to  see  him.  He  was  a 
monstrosity,  but  irresistibly  comical.  Nature 
had  evidently  created  him  in  a  spirit  of 
whimsical  experiment.  She  was  not  satis- 
fied with  uniting  in  his  person  all  the  most 
dissimilar  breeds  of  dogs.  After  surmounting 
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his  pointed  muzzle  with  the  forehead  of  a 
tadpole,  she  had  set  in  this  flat,  square  fore- 
head two  little  bird-like  eyes,  round,  yellow, 
eager  and  ever  anxious.  His  hairless  tail 
was  long,  shiny  and  sinuous  as  an  adder.  All 
these  items  were  arranged — I  should  rather 
say  disarranged — about  a  small,  thin  body, 
scantily  clad  in  a  coat  of  discoloured  fur 
that  had  come  out  of  curl. 

I  turned  towards  the  garden.  Night  was 
falling ;  the  furious  downpour  showed  no 
sign  of  abating ;  here  and  there  on  the 
terrace  little  lakes  were  forming  and  torrents 
of  water  were  running  and  gurgling  down  the 
steep  slopes  of  the  garden-paths. 

I  repeated,  in  an  unconvinced  sort  of  way  : 

"It's  really  raining  too  hard;  we  must 
keep  him." 

But  a  certainty  was  taking  shape  at  the 
back  of  my  mind  :  I  should  never  have  the 
heart  to  drive  away  anything  so  ugly  and 
ridiculous  ! 

And  then  that  astonishing  face  was  some- 
how not  unfamiliar.  It  had  long  fascinated 
and  puzzled  me  as  a  child.  A  drama  of 
some  sort  was  connected  with  those  round, 
yellow  eyes,  that  flat,  square  forehead.  I 
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thought  and  thought :  where,  where  had  I 
known  that  face  ?  And  suddenly  from  the 
depth  of  my  memories  a  name  emerged,  a 
sharp,  ringing  syllable,  shouted  continually 
through  the  lofty  rooms  of  a  big  house  in  a 
provincial  town  : 

"Jules!  Jules!  Bring  me  my  boots !  .  .  . 
Jules  !  My  muffler  ! 
My  pipe !  .  .  .  Jules ! 
Jules !  .  .  .  Where 
the  devil  is  that  con- 
founded Jules  ?  .  .  . 
Jules,  damn  it, 
Jules  !  " 

There  was  a  truly 
striking  resemblance 
between  the  mongrel, 
with  his  crafty  face, 
and  the  scoundrelly  man-servant  who,  after  ten 
years'  service,  had  fled  my  parents'  house,  tak- 
ing with  him  a  considerable  sum  of  money  and 
the  pretty  lady's-maid  from  a  neighbouring 
chateau.  Once  more  I  beheld  Jules  !  I  had 
found  him  again  ;  and  with  him  revived  my 
memory  of  the  drama  which  had  disturbed 
the  whole  family  and  puzzled  my  youthful 
curiosity,  I  remembered  it  all  in  its  slightest 
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details.  But  the  new  Jules,  though  his 
future  good  and  bad  fortune  hung  in  the 
balance,  did  not  appear  anxious.  He  actually 
knew  me  better  than  I  knew  myself  ! 

The  rain  was  but  a  pretext  :  dogs  are 
always  aware,  long  before  we  are,  of  the 
things  that  interest  them.  The  mongrel  had 
selected  our  house  ;  he  was  to  stay  there. 

"  We  will  send  him  away  to-morrow, "  I 
said,  to  end  the  matter  ;  and  I  weakly  closed 
the  door  upon  his  nose. 


Thus  did  Jules'  life  with  us  begin.  With 
phenomenal  skill  he  ingratiated  himself  into 
our  existence  and  became,  so  to  speak,  en- 
crusted in  it.  At  the  outset  he  made  himself 
almost  invisible  ;  he  was  always  in  hiding, 
always  silent  ;  if  we  noticed  him  at  all,  we 
had  a  back  view  of  him  ;  the  most  that  we 
perceived  was  his  snake -like  tail  escaping 
through  a  door  or  disappearing  behind  the 
bushes  in  the  garden.  He  was  modestly 
content  to  eat  the  remnant  of  the  messes 
served  to  the  other  dogs.  He  did  not  even 
venture  to  go  begging  in  the  kitchen  ;  and 
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he  never  took  the  liberty  of  entering  the 
living-rooms.  Next  he  endeavoured  to  make 
himself  useful.  The  chief  entrance  to  the 
house  was  guarded  by  a  great  Alsatian 
sheep-dog,  an  imposing  lady,  who  expected 
him  to  behave  respectfully  ;  so  he  decided 
to  keep  watch  at  the  kitchen-door.  He  also 


He  used  to  bring  poor  comrades  to  the  house. 

devoted  some  time  to  rat-hunting,  but  with- 
out success.  When  we  came  upon  him,  he 
would  beat  an  unostentatious  retreat,  ami- 
ably wriggling  the  adder  that  was  his  tail. 


Little  by  little,  his  character  asserted  itself. 
Jules  was  a  philanthropist.  He  used  to 
bring  poor  comrades  to  the  house.  Nothing 
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could  be  more  comical  than  the  sight  of 
Jules'  proteges  solemnly  waiting  for  alms  at 
the  kitchen -door  !  There  was  a  dog  blind 
of  one  eye,  a  lame  dog,  a  bald  dog,  to  say 
nothing  of  other  curious  phenomena  which 
accomplished  the  miracle  of  being  even 
greater  monstrosities  than 
their  benefactor. 

^  \  Jules  was  familiar  with 

'A       ^'Sfc    a^  the  habits  of  social  life. 
*  He  used  to  take  the  tram 

every  morning  of  his  own 
^**    accord  and  meet  the  cook 
^       in  the  market.     When  he 
'         took    the    wrong    car,    he 
would  jump  off  at  the  first 
Solemnly   waiting   for  stop  and  wait  for  another. 

alms  at  the  kitchen-    The  drivers  and  conductors 

were    much    amused    and 
never  drove  him  away. 

But  one  particular  exploit  made  him 
famous.  The  dog-catcher,  the  man  known 
as  the  Ciapacan,  the  terror  of  the  canine 
clan  at  Nice,  had  his  eye  on  the  poor  devil. 
One  day,  on  the  Promenade  des  Anglais,  he 
cast  his  fatal  net  over  Jules.  The  mongrel, 
without  hesitating  for  a  moment,  flung  him- 


/ 
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self  into  the  sea,  to  the  amazement  of  the  on- 
lookers strolling  along  the  front.  The  Ciapacan 
went  off  in  a  rage.  Presently  Jules  emerged 
from  the  water,  triumphant  ;  he  was  cheered 
and  applauded ;  and  his  mischievous  little 
eyes  seemed  to  twinkle  with  laughter. 

Despite  his  good  qualities  and  his  laudable 
efforts,  the  mongrel's  position  in  our  house- 
hold was  ill-assured  until  one  day  I  noticed 
that  he  had  become  the  body-servant  of  our 
old  dog  Golaud.  I  cannot  express  the 
treasures  of  ingenuity  which  he  expended  to 
induce  the  bull-dog,  whose  masterful  ways 
were  only  equalled  by  his  superiority,  to 
accept  him.  Golaud  was  suffering  from 
rheumatism  ;  and  his  back,  which  was  rather 
sparsely  covered,  bore  witness  to  a  life  spent 
in  too  great  comfort :  Jules  contrived  to 
warm  Golaud' s  legs  for  him  by  lying  upon 
them ;  and  he  would  patiently  rub  his 
pointed  nose  along  the  bull-dog's  backbone 
to  allay  its  itching  ! 

His  destiny  was  assured.  He  won  our 
respect. 

But,  at  the  end  of  a  year,  he  disappeared 
even  as  he  had  come.  He  had  no  doubt 
bettered  his  situation. 


CHAPTER   VIII 
THE  DEATH  OF  GOLAUD 
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THE  loss  of    our  dear  Golaud  was  a 
blow    which     I    shall    never    forget. 
Unfortunately   he    did    not    die    the 
easy  death  which  his  great  virtues  deserved. 
I  shall  always,  when  I  think  of  it,  ask  myself 
certain  melancholy  questions.     Had  he  still 
a   glimmer   of   consciousness  ?     Did   he   see 
anything,    feel    anything  ?     Did    he    for    a 
second  fear  the  friendly  hand  which  he  had 
licked  so  often  ? 

We  know  that  dogs  have  only  visions  and 
that  they  do  not  think,  because  they  do  not 
speak  ;  but,  though  they  do  not  possess  our 
mental  power,  is  it  fair  to  conclude  that  they 
possess  none  of  any  kind  ? 

Between  the  visions  presented  by  their 
little  brains  may  there  not  be  some  relation 
the  sense  of  which  escapes  us  ?  It  is  certain 
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that  they  love,  that  they  do  not  love  as  we 
do,  and — let  us  confess  it — that  they  love 
better  than  we  do,  for  their  whole  lives  are 
at  the  service  of  their  hearts. 

Their  love  is  blind,  flawless,  absolute  and 
silent ;  it  knows  no  doubt ;  and  yet  it  is 
capable  of  suffering. 

When  we  reflect  that  dogs  have  been 
known  to  die  of  grief,  can  we  pretend  that 
their  darkness  is  without  a  single  irradiating 
gleam  ?  The  instinct  that  leads  them  to 
find  their  lost  master,  an  instinct  which  for 
us  has  something  magical  about  it,  since  it 
renders  them  capable  of  accomplishing  that 
which  our  understanding  will  never  accom- 
plish, are  we  to  deny  it  all  perspicacity  ? 
Must  we  conclude  that  it  is  wonderful  only 
because  it  is  quite  unconscious  and  that  our 
human  love  would  have  the  same  invincible 
power  if  it  were  not  overshadowed  by  our 
loftier  intelligence  ? 


For  months,  Golaud's  health  had  been  fail- 
ing. His  increasingly  short  sight  exposed 
him  to  all  kinds  of  mishaps.  One  day  he  was 
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discovered  nearly  drowned  in  the  pond  in 
which  Adelaide  committed  suicide.  He  was 
continually  stumbling  and  falling  and  collid- 
ing with  things.  Only  a  few  precarious  ties 
still  bound  him  to  his  goddess,  Habit.  We 
had  to  begin  thinking  of  how  we  should  end 
his  days.  Our  love  for  him  became  filled 
with  anxiety.  Would  the  kindest  deliver- 
ance be  a  hypodermic  injection  of  some 
poison  or  other  ?  But  chemists  have  been 
forbidden  to  sell  poisons  since  the  war.  Any 
death  not  consecrated  to  the  monster  is 
apparently  looked  upon  as  a  breach  of  the 
regulations. 


Golaud  is  to  die  !  They  have  laid  him  on 
a  heap  of  cushions  in  the  summer-house  in  the 
garden.  He  can  no  longer  see  nor  hear  nor 
smell ;  nevertheless  he  moans  the  moment  I 
move  away.  How  does  he  know  that  I  am 
there  ? 

I  have  placed  a  candle  on  the  table ;  and  I  sit 
down  beside  our  old  friend  and  comrade.  The 
cool  of  the  evening  enters  through  the  broken 
panes. 

Now  and  again  he  has  a  convulsive  move- 
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merit,  which  uncovers  him  ;  and  his  poor 
frame  is  revealed,  all  atremble.  I  keep  on 
covering  him  up  again  and  giving  him  water. 
His  silence  is  a  relief  ;  and  I  am  angry  with 
myself  for  that  very  reason.  Would  he  suffer 
more  if  he  could  tell  me  that  he  was  suffering  ? 

Sometimes  I  find  myself  addressing  him 
aloud  : 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  poor  pet,  you  shall  suffer 
no  more  after  to-night,  I  promise  you  !  " 

I  promise  him  death  as  the  supreme  com- 
fort. I  think  of  the  revolver  which  would 
bestow  it  upon  him  ;  and  I  am  filled  with 
loathing  of  our  cowardice.  .  .  . 

4 

Golaud  is  dead. 

A  kindly  bullet  has  ended  his  dear  little 
life. 

Poor  dog  !     Did  he  understand  ? 

I  have  not  been  to  look  at  him.  I  wanted 
to  keep  him  in  my  memory  alert,  happy  and 
assured  of  his  own  eternity  ;  but  the  mourn- 
ful picture  is  none  the  less  in  my  mind  ;  it 
pursues  and  hurts  me. 

I  try  to  console  myself,  reflecting  that  no 
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one  ever  scolded  him  and  that  his  happiness 
was  great. 

What  could  be  pleasanter  than  the  life  of 
a  beloved  dog  ?  Our  hurry  to  live  alters  our 
human  destinies  ;  we  know  that  nothing 
lasts  for  ever  ;  and  this  knowledge  condemns 
in  advance  many  things  that  come  to  life 
within  us  with  imperishable  energy.  The 
dog,  on  the  other  hand,  believes  himself 
eternal ;  his  perfect  love  is  like  himself  ;  it 
is  happy. 

Golaud  now  lies  at  rest  in  the  garden,  in 
the  shadow  of  a  young  mimosa-tree. 

Sleep  in  peace,  daddy  dear,  and  let  your 
jealousy  be  easy.  There  are  new  dogs  in  the 
house,  but  I  shall  not  love  them  !  You  will 
be  the  last  dog  to  find  a  place  in  my  heart ! 


CHAPTER    IX 
THE  ANCESTOR  OF  THE  KENNEL 


CHAPTER  IX 
THE  ANCESTOR  OF  THE  KENNEL 

HE  has  seen  three  generations  come  and 
go.     He  is  a  sage.     He  is  solemn  and 
meditative. 
What  does  he  dream  of  all  day  long  ?     No 
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doubt  of  the  mfghty  hunts  of  his  youth,  when, 

in  the  midst  of  the  pack,  panting  in  his  pas- 
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sionate  eagerness,  he  ran  with  the  gay-coloured 
coats  and  quivered  at  the  sound  of  the  horn. 

He  is  now  taking  his  rest.  His  small, 
milky  pupils  no  longer  glisten  between  his 
bloodshot  eyelids,  even  at  dinner-time. 

He  is  a  disappointed  animal.  He  has  learnt 
that  life  is  a  great  illusion  and  he  has  done 
with  everything. 

But  the  soul  of  a  dog  knows  no  bitterness. 


THE   END 
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Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  $s.  net. 

Chesterton  (G.  K.).  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
With  two  Portraits  in  Photogravure.  Eighth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  75.  6d.  net. 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  WHITE  HORSE. 

Fifth  Edition.     6s.  tut. 
ALL    THINGS    CONSIDERED.      Tenth 

Edition.    Fcap.  Bvo.    6s.  net. 

TREMENDOUS  TRIFLES.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion. Fcap.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

ALARMS  AND  DISCURSIONS.  Second 
Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

A  MISCELLANY  OF  MEN.  Second 
Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

WINE,  WATER,  AND  SONG.  Ninth 
Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo.  w.  6d.  net. 

Clausen  (George).  ROYAL  ACADEMY 
LECTURES  ON  PAINTING.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Bvo.  is.  6d.  net. 

Clephan  (R.  Coltman).  THE  TOURNA- 
MENT: Its  Periods  and  Phases.  With 
Preface  by  CHAS.  J.  FKOULKKS.  Illustrated. 
Royal  4*0.  £2  is .  net. 

Glutton -Brock  (A.)-  THOUGHTS  ON 
THE  WAR.  Ninth  Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo. 
is.  6d.  net. 

WHAT  IS  THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN  ? 
Cr.  Bvo.  $s.  net. 

Conrad  (Joseph).  THE  MIRROR  OF 
THE  SEA :  Memories  and  Impressions. 
Fcap.  Bvo.  $s.  net. 

Coulton  (G.  G.).  CHAUCER  AND  HIS 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Bvo.  125.  6d.  net. 

Cowper  (William).  POEMS.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  J.  C.  BAILEY. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Bvo.  12$.  6d.  net. 

Cox  (J.  C.).     RAMBLES    IN   SURREY. 

Illustrated.      Second    Edition.      Cr.     Bvo. 

7s.  6d.  net. 
RAMBLES    IN    KENT.     Illustrated.     Cr. 

Bvo.    js.  60".  net. 

Dalton  (Hugh).  WITH  BRITISH  GUNS 
IN  ITALY.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  Bs.  6d. 
net. 

Davis  (H.  W.  C.).  ENGLAND  UNDER 
THE  NORMANS  AND  ANGEVINS : 
1066-1272.  Fifth  Edition.  Demy  &vo. 
i2j.  6d.  net. 

Day  (Harry  A.),  F.R.H.S.  SPADECRAFT : 
OR,  How  TO  BE  GARDENER.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  zs  net. 

VEGECULTURE :  How  TO  GROW  VEGE- 
TABLES, SALADS,  AND  HKRBS  IN  TOWN 
AND  COUNTRY.  Stcond  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
as.  net. 


THE  FOOD-PRODUCING  GARDEN. 
Cr.  Bvo.  as.  net, 

Dearmer  (Mabel).  A  CHILD'S  LIFE  OF 
CHRIST.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Large  Cr.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

Dickinson  (Sir  G.  L.).  THE  GREEK  VIEW 
OF  LIFE.  Eleventh  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
$s.  net. 

Ditchfleld  (P.  H.).  THE  VILLAGE 
CHURCH.  Second  Edition.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Bvff.  6s.  net. 

THE  ENGLAND  OF  SHAKESPEARE. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

Dowden  (J.).  FURTHER  STUDIES  IN 
THE  PRAYER  BOOK.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

Durham  (The  Earl  of).  THE  REPORT 
ON  CANADA.  With  an  Introductory 
Note.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Bvo.  js.  €>d. 
net. 

Egerton  (H.  B.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY. 
Fifth  Edition.  Demy  Bvo.  IQJ.  6d.  net. 

'Etienne.'  A  NAVAL  LIEUTENANT, 
1914-1918.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  Bs.  6d. 
net. 

Fall-brother  (W.  H.).  THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  $s.  net. 

ffoulkes  (Charles).  THE  ARMOURER 
AND  HIS  CRAFT.  Illustrated.  Royal 
4/0.  £2  2S.  net. 

DECORATIVE  IRONWORK.  From  the 
xith  to  the  xvmth  Century.  Illustrated. 
Royal  4*0.  f,i  zs.  net. 

Firth  (C.  H.).  CROMWELL'S  ARMY. 
A  History  of  the  English  Soldier  during  the 
Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth,  and  the 
Protectorate.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  ?s.  6d.  net. 

Fisher  (H.  A.  L.).  THE  REPUBLICAN 
TRADITION  IN  EUROPE.  Cr.  Bvo. 
js.  6d.  net. 

FitzGerald  (Edward).  THE  RUBAlYAT 
OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  Printed  from 
the  Fifth  and  last  Edition.  With  a  Com- 
mentary by  H.  M.  BATSON,  and  a  Biograph- 
ical Introduction  by  E.  D.  Ross.  Cr.  BVJ. 
^s.  fid.  net. 

Fyleman  (Rose).  FAIRIES  AND  CHIM- 
NEYS. Fcap.  Bvo.  Fourth  Edition. 
3*.  6J.  net. 
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Garstin  (Crosby).  THE  MUD-LARKS 
AGAIN.  Fcap.  8vo.  3*.  6.-/.  net. 

Gibblns  (H.  de  B.).  INDUSTRY  IN 
ENGLAND:  HISTORICAL  OUT- 
LINES. With  Maps  and  Plans.  Ninth 
Edition.  Demy  %vo.  iis.  6d.  net. 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  With  5  Maps  arid  a  Plan. 
Twenty-sixth  Edition.  Cr.  %vo.  $s. 

Gibbon  (Edward).  THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE.  ! 
Edited,  with  Notes,  Appendices,  and  Maps, 
by  J.  B.  BURY.  Illustrated.  Seven  Volumes. 
Demy  %>vo.  Illustrated.  Each  i2J.  6d.  net. 
Also  in  Seven  Volumes.  Cr.  Bvo.  Each 
7s.  6d.  net. 

Gladstone  (W.  Ewart).  GLADSTONE'S 
SPEECHES :  DESCRIPTIVE  INDEX  AND 
BIBLIOGRAPHY.  Edited  by  A.  TILNEY  BAS- 
SETT.  With  a  Preface  by  VISCOUNT 
BRYCK,  O.M.  Demy  Bvo.  izs.  6d.  net. 

Glover  (T.  R.).  THE  CONFLICT  OF 
RELIGIONS  IN  THE  EARLY  ROMAN 
EMPIRE.  Seventh  Edition.  Demy  Bw>. 
los.  6d.  net. 

POETS  AND  PURITANS.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Bvo.  IOT.  6d.  net. 

FROM  PERICLES  TO  PHILIP.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Bvo.  los.  6d,  net. 

VIRGIL.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Bvo.  10*.  6aT. 
net. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  TRADITION  AND 
ITS  VERIFICATION.  (The  Angus  Lec- 
ture for  1912.)  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
6s.  net. 

Grahame  (Kenneth).  THE  WIND  IN 
THE  WILLOWS.  Eighth  Edition.  Cr. 
Zvo.  ^s.  6d.  net. 

Griffin  (W.  Hall)  and  Mlnchin  (H.  C.). 
THE  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BROWNING. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Bvo. 
iis.  6d.  net. 

Haig  (K.  0.).  HEALTH  THROUGH 
DIET.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 
net. 

Kale  (J.  R.).  FAMOUS  SEA  FIGHTS  : 
FROM  SALAMIS  TO  TSU-SHIMA.  Illustrated. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  6<t.  net. 

Hall  (H.  R.).  THE  ANCIENT  HISTORY 
OF  THE  NEAR  EAST  FROM  THE 
EARLIEST  TIMES  TO  THE  BATTLE 
OF  SALAMIS.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion. Demy  8r<?.  i6r.  net. 


Hannay  (D,).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY.  Vol.  I.,  1217-1688. 
Second  Edition.  Vol.  II.,  1689-1815. 
Demy  Bvo.  Each  ioj.  6d.  net. 

Barker  (Alfred).  THE  NATURAL  HIS- 
TORY OF  IGNEOUS  ROCKS.  With 
112  Diagrams  and  2  Plates.  Demy  Btv. 
i$s.  net. 

Harper  (Charles  G.).  THE  « AUTOCAR ' 
ROAD-BOOK.  With  Maps.  Four 
Volumes.  Cr.  Bvo.  Each  8s.  6d  net. 

I.— SOUTH  OF  THE  THAMES. 

II.— NORTH    AND    SOUTH    WALES   AND 
WEST  MIDLANDS. 

III.— EAST  ANGLI  A  AND  EAST  MIDLANDS. 

IV. — THE    NORTH    OF   ENGLAND    AND 
SOUTH  OF  SCOTLAND. 

Hassall  (Arthur).  THE  LIFE  OF 
NAPOLEON.  Illustrated  Demy  Bvo. 
IQS.  6d.  net. 

Henley  (W.  B.).  ENGLISH  LYRICS: 
CHAUCER  TO  POE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Zoo.  6s.  net. 

Hill  (George  Francis).  ONE  HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES  OF  SCULPTURE. 

Illustrated.     Demy  Bvo.     ias.  6d.  net. 

Hobhouse  (L.  T.).  THE  THEORY  OF 
KNOWLEDGE.  Second  Edition.  Demy 
Bvff.  15;.  net. 

Hobson  (J.  A.).  INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE:  AN  APPLICATION  OF  ECONOMIC 
THEORY.  Cr.  %vo.  51.  net. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY :  AN  INQUIRY 
INTO  THE  INDUSTRIAL  CONDITION  OF  THE 
POOR.  Eighth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  5s-  »*t. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UN- 
EMPLOYED: AN  INQUIRY  AND  AN 
ECONOMIC  POLICY.  Sixth  Edition,  Cr.Bve. 

5-r.    net. 

GOLD,  PRICES  AND  WAGES :  WITH  AN 
EXAMINATION  OF  THE  QUANTITY  THEORY. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vi>.  $s.  net. 

Hodgson  (Mrs.  W.).  HOW  TO  IDENTIFY 
OLD  CHINESE  PORCELAIN.  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Post  8vo.  js.  6d. 
net. 

Holdsworth  (W.  S.),  A  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLISH  LAW.  Four  Volumes. 
Vols.  /.,  //.,  ///.  Each  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Bvo.  Each  15^.  net. 

Hutt  (C.  W.).  CROWLEY'S  HYGIENE 
OF  SCHOOL  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Second 
and  Revised  Edition.  Cr.  $>vc.  6s.  tiei. 
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Button  (Edward).  THE  CITIES  OF 
UMBRIA.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  -js.  6d.  net. 

THE  CITIES  OF  LOMBARDY.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

THE  CITIES  OF  ROMAGNA  AND  THE 
MARCHES.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  (>d. 
net. 

FLORENCE  AND  NORTHERN  TUS- 
CANY, WITH  GENOA.  Illustrated, 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

SIENA  AND  SOUTHERN  TUSCANY. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  js. 
6d.  net. 

VENICE  AND  VENETIA.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

NAPLES  AND  SOUTHERN  ITALY. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

ROME.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  ?s.  6d.  net. 

COUNTRY  WALKS  ABOUT  FLORENCE. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo. 
6s.  net. 

THE  CITIES  OF  SPAIN.  Illustrated. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  ?s.  6d.  net. 

Ibsen  (Kenrik).  BRAND.  A  Dramatic 
Poem,  translated  by  WILLIAM  WILSON. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  55.  net. 

Inge(W.R.).  CHRISTIAN  MYSTICISM. 
(The  Bampton  Lectures  of  1899.)  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

Innes  (A.  D.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  js.  6d. 
net. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  TUDORS. 
With  Maps.  Fifth  Edition.  Demy  Bvo. 
izs.  (>d.  net. 

Innes  (Mary).  SCHOOLS  OF  PAINT- 
ING. Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  Bs.  net. 

Jenks  (E.).  AN  OUTLINE  OF  ENG- 
LISH LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.  Third 
Edition.  Revised  by  R.  C.  K.  ENSOR.  Cr. 
Bvo.  $s.  net. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
LAW :  FROM  THE  EARLIEST  TIMES  TO 
THE  END  OF  THB  YEAR  igTi.  Demy  Bvo. 
los.  (>d.  net. 

Johnston  (Sir  H.  H.).  BRITISH  GEN- 
TRAL  AFRICA.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  4*0.  i&r.  net. 

THE  NEGRO  IN  THE  NEW  WORLD. 
Illustrated.  Crown  \to.  £t  is.  net. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA- 
TIONS OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
GRACE  WAR  RACK.  Sixth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  $s.  net. 


Keats(John).  POEMS.  Edited,  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  E.  de  SELINCOURT. 
With  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure. 
Third  Edition.  Demy  Bvo,  los.  6d.  net. 

Keble(John).  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W. 
LOCK.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Fcap. 
Bvo.  zs.  net. 

Kelynack  (T.  H.),  M.D.,  M.R.C.P.  THE 
DRINK  PROBLEM  OF  TO-DAY  IN 
ITS  MEDICO-SOCIOLOGICAL  AS- 
PECTS. Second  and  Revised  Edition. 
Demy  Brw.  ios.  6d.  net. 

Kidd  (Benjamin).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
POWER.  Eighth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  7s.6d. 
net. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).    BARRACK  •  ROOM 

BALLADS.       iBgth   Thousand.      Cr.  Bvo. 

Buckram,   js.   6d.   net.      Also  Fcap.   Zvo. 

Cloth,  6s.  net ;  leather,  ^s.  6d.  net. 

Also    a    Service    Edition.     Two   Volumes. 

Square  fcap.  Bv0.    Each  3.7.  net. 
THE    SEVEN    SEAS.       i4o/A    Thousand. 

Cr.  8v0.    Buckram,  "js.  6d.  net.    A  Iso  Fcap. 

Bve.    Cloth,  6s.  net;  leather,  7s.  6d.  net. 

Also   a    Service    Edition.     Two    Volumes. 

Square  fcap.  Bvo.     Each  y.  net. 
THE  FIVE  NATIONS.     iao/A   Thousand. 

Cr.  Bvo.    Buckram,  -js.  6d.  net.    A  Iso  Fcap. 

8v0.     Cloth,  6s.  net ;  leather,  js.  6d.  net. 

Also    a    Service    Edition.     Two    Volumes. 

Square  fcap.  Bv0.     Each  3.?.  net. 
THE     YEARS      BETWEEN.      Cr.      Bvo. 

Buckram,  js.  6d.  net.     Also  on  thin  paper. 

Fcap.    8v0.     Blue   cloth,    6s.    net;    Limp 

lambskin,  7s.  6d.  net. 

Also    a    Service    Edition.      Two    volumes. 

Square  fcap.  Zvo.     Each  3$.  net. 
DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.    84t/t  Thou- 
sand.     Cr.    Bvo.      Buckiam,    -js.   6d.   net. 

Also  Fcap.  Bvo.     Cloth,  6s.  r.et;     leather, 

•js.  6d.  net. 

Also   a    Service    Edition.     Two    Volumes. 

Square  fcap.  Bvo.    Each  $s.  net. 
HYMN  BEFORE  ACTION.     Illuminated. 

Fcap.  4/0.    is.  6d.  net. 
RECESSIONAL.     Illuminated.     Fcap.   4/0. 

is.  €>d.  net. 
TWENTY    POEMS    FROM    RUDYARD 

KIPLING,     tfoth  Thousand.     Fcap.  Bvo. 

is.  net. 

Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary).  THE  COM- 
PLETE WORKS.  Edited  by  E.  V.  LUCAS. 
A  New  and Revised Edit  ion  in  Six  Volumes. 
With  Frontispieces.  Fcap.  Bvo.  Each  6s. 
net. 

The  volumes  are  : — 

i.  MISCELLANEOUS  PROSK.  H.  ELIA  AND 
THE  LAST  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  in.  BOOKS 
FOR  CHILDREN,  iv.  PLAYS  AND  POEMS. 
v.  and  vi.  LETTERS. 
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Lane-Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition,  Revised.  Cr. 
8vo.  gs.  net. 

Lankester  (Sir  Ray).    SCIENCE  FROM 

AN  EASY  CHAIR.      Illustrated.     Eighth 

Edition.     Cr.  8zw.     7.?.  6d.  net. 
SCIENCE    FROM    AN    EASY    CHAIR. 

Second  Series.     Illustrated.     First  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     7-y.  f>d.  net. 
DIVERSIONS     OF     A     NATURALIST. 

Illustrated.       Second   Edition.       Cr.    8vc. 

•js.  6d.  net. 

Lewis  (Edward).  EDWARD  CARPEN- 
TER :  AN  EXPOSITION  AND  AN  APPRECIA- 
TION. Second  Edition.  Cr.  8va.  6s.  net. 

Lock  (Walter).  ST.  PAUL,  THE 
MASTER  BUILDER.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  8z>ff.  ss.  net. 

THE  BIBLE  AND  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 
Cr.  8v0.  6s.  net. 

Lodge  (Sir  Oliver).  MAN  AND  THE 
UNIVERSE  :  A  STUDY  OF  THE  INFLUENCE 
OF  THE  ADVANCE  IN  SCIENTIFIC  KNOW- 
LEDGE UPON  OUR  UNDERSTANDING  OF 
CHRISTIANITY.  Ninth  Edition.  Crownftvo. 
js.  6d.  net. 

THE  SURVIVAL  OF  MAN :  A  STUDY  IN 
UNRECOGNISED  HUMAN  FACULTY.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  %vo.  js.  6d.  net. 

MODERN  PROBLEMS.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  6d. 
net. 

RAYMOND  ;  OR,  LIFE  AND  DEATH.  Illus- 
trated. Eleventh  Edition.  Demyftv*.  i$s. 
net. 

THE  WAR  AND  AFTER:  SHORT  CHAP- 
TERS ON  SUBJECTS  OF  SERIOUS  PRACTICAL 
IMPORT  FOR  THE  AVERAGE  CITIZEN  IN  A.D. 
1915  ONWARDS.  Eighth  Edition.  Fcap. 
8v0.  as.  net. 

Loreburn  (Earl).     CAPTURE  AT  SEA. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     zs.  6d.  net. 
HOW  THE  WAR  CAME.     With  a  Map. 

Cr.  8vo.     js.  6d.  net. 

Lorirner  (George  Horace).  LETTERS 
FROM  A  SELF-MADE  MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.  Illustrated.  Twenty- 
fourth  Edition.  Cr.  tea.  6s.  net. 

OLD  GORGON  GRAHAM.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  6s.  net. 

Lorlraer  (Norma).  BY  THE  WATERS 
OF  EGYPT.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  js.  6d.  net, 

Lucas  (E.  Y.).  THE  LIFE  OF  CHARLES 
LAMB.  Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition.  Demy 
8vo.  IQS.  6d.  net. 


A  WANDERER  IN  HOLLAND.  Illus- 
trated. Sixteenth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  8s.  6d. 
net. 

A  WANDERER  IN  LONDON.  Illus- 
trated. Eighteenth  Edition,  Revised.  Cr. 
8v0.  8s.  f>d.  net, 

LONDON  REVISITED.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvff.  8s.  6d.  net, 

A  WANDERER  IN  PARIS.  Illustrated. 
Thirteenth  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  8s.  6<t.  net. 
Also  Fcap.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

A  WANDERER  IN  FLORENCE.  Illus- 
trated. Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  8ve.  8s.  6d. 
net. 

A  WANDERER  IN  VENICE.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  8s.  6d.  net. 

THE  OPEN  ROAD :  A  LITTLE  BOOK  FOR 
WAYFARERS.       Twenty~se?>enth      Edition. 
Fcap.  8v0.  6s.  6d.  net.   India  Paper,  js.  6d. 
net. 
Also  Illustrated.    Cr.  \to.     iss.net. 

THE  FRIENDLY  TOWN  :  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
FOR  THE  URBANE.  Ninth  Edition.  Fcap. 
8v0.  6s.  net. 

FIRESIDE  AND  SUNSHINE.  Ninth 
Edition.  Fcap.  8ve.  6s.  net. 

CHARACTER  AND  COMEDY.  Eighth 
Editioti.  Fcap.  8v0.  6s.  net. 

THE  GENTLEST  ART:  A  CHOICE  OF 
LETTERS  BY  ENTERTAINING  HANDS. 
Tenth  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

THE  SECOND  POST.  Fifth  Edition. 
Fcap.  8v0.  6s.  net. 

HER  INFINITE  VARIETY  :  A  FEMININE 
PORTRAIT  GALLERY.  Eighth  Edition. 
Fcap.  8v0.  6s.  net. 

GOOD  COMPANY:  A  RALLY  OF  MEN. 
Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  %vo.  6s.  net. 

ONE  DAY  AND  ANOTHER.  Seventh 
Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  6s.  net. 

OLD  LAMPS  FOR  NEW.  Sixth  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vff.  6s.  net. 

LOITERER'S  HARVEST.    Third  Edition. 
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THE  PORTRAIT  OF  MR.  W.  H.  n.  THE 
DUCHESS  OF  PADUA.  in.  POEMS,  iv. 
LADY  WINDERMERE'S  FAN.  v.  A  WOMAN 
OF  No  IMPORTANCE,  vi.  AN  IDEAL  HUS- 
BAND, vii.  THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  BEING 
EARNEST.  vin.  A  HOUSE  OF  POME- 
GRANATES, ix.  INTENTIONS,  x.  DE  PRO- 

FUNDIS  AND  PRISON  LETTERS.     XI.  ESSAYS. 

xn.   SALOME,    A   FLORENTINE   TRAGEDY, 
and      LA     SAINTS     COURTISANB.      xiv. 
SELECTED  PROSE  OF  OSCAR  WILDE. 
A  HOUSE  OF  POMEGRANATES.    Illus- 
trated.    Cr.  4to.    9is.  Hft. 

Wilding  (Anthony  F).  ON  THE  COURT 
AND  OFF.  With  58  Illustrations.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  toff.  6s.  net. 

Wilson  (Ernest  H.).  A  NATURALIST  IN 
WESTERN  CHINA.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  2  Vols.  Demy  too.  £i  IDJ.  net. 

Wood  (Sir  Evelyn).  FROM  MIDSHIP- 
MAN  TO  FIELD-MARSHAL.  Illus- 
trated. Fifth  Edition.  Demy  too.  I2J.  6d. 
net. 

THE  REVOLT  IN  HINDUSTAN  (1857- 
59).  Illustrated,  Second  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
js.  6d.  net. 

Wood  (Lieut.  W.  B.)  and  Edmonds  (Col. 
J.  E.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  CIVIL 
WAR  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
(1861-65).  With  an  Introduction  by  SPENSER 
WILKINSON.  With  24  Maps  and  Plans. 
Third  Edition.  Demy  too.  15*.  net. 

Wordsworth  (W.).  POEMS.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  NOWELL  C. 
SMITH.  Three  Volumes.  Demy  too.  i&r. 
net. 

Yeats  (W.  B.).  A  BOOK  OF  IRISH 
VERSE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  6s.net. 
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PART  II. — A  SELECTION  OF  SERIES 
Ancient  Cities 

General  Editor,  SIR  B.  C.  A.  WINDLE 

Cr.  Svo.      6s.  net  each  volume 
With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  NEW,  and  other  Artists 


BKISTOL.     Alfred  Harvey. 
CANTEKB'JKY.     J.  C.  Cox. 
CHESTER.    Sir  B.  C.  A.  Windle. 
DUBLIN.     S.  A.  O.  Fitzpatrick. 


EDINBURGH.     M.  G.  Williamson. 
LINCOLN.     E.  Mansel  Sympson. 
SHREWSBURY.     T.  Auden. 
WELLS  and  GLASTONBURY.    T.  S.  Holmes. 


The  Antiquary's  Books 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX 

Demy  8vo.     IQS.  6d.  net  each  volume 

With  Numerous  Illustrations 


ANCIENT     PAINTED    GLASS    IN    ENGLAND. 
Philip  Nelson. 

ARCHEOLOGY     AND     FALSE     ANTIQUITIES. 
R.  Munro. 

BELLS    OF    ENGLAND,    THE.     Canon    J.    J. 
Raven.     Second  Edition. 

BRASSES  OF  ENGLAND,    THE.     Herbert  W. 
Macklin.     Third  Edition. 

CASTLES  AND  WALLED  TOWNS  OF  ENGLAND, 
THE.     A.  Harvey. 

CELTIC    ART    IN    PAGAN    AND    CHRISTIAN 
TIMES.    J.  Romilly  Allen.    Second  Edition. 

CHURCHWARDENS'  ACCOUNTS.    J.  C.  Cox. 
DOMESDAY  INQUEST,  THE.  Adolphus  Ballard. 

ENGLISH   CHURCH    FURNITURE.     J.  C.  Cox 
and  A.  Harvey.     Second  Edition, 


ENGLISH  COSTUME.  From  Prehistoric  Times 
to  the  End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
George  Clinch. 

ENGLISH  MONASTIC  LIFE.  Cardinal  Gasquet. 
Fourth  Edition. 

ENGLISH  SEALS.    J.  Harvey  Bloom. 

FOLK-LORE  AS  AN  HISTORICAL  SCIENCE. 
Sir  G.  L.  Gomme. 

GILDS  AND  COMPANIES  OF  LONDON,  THE. 
George  Unwin. 

HERMITS  AND  ANCHORITES  OK  ENGLAND, 
THE.  Rotha  Mary  Clay. 

MANOR  AND  MANORIAL  RECORDS,  THE. 
Nathaniel  J.  Hone.  Second  Edition. 

MEDIEVAL  HOSPITALS  OF  ENGLAND,  THE. 
Rotha  Mary  Clay. 

OLD  ENGLISH  INSTRUMENTS  OF  Music, 
F.  W.  Galpin.  Second  Edition. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


The  Antiquary's  Books— continued 

OLD  ENGLISH  LIBRARIES.     Ernest  A.  Savage. 

OLD  SERVICE  BOOKS  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
CHURCH.  Christopher  Wordsworth,  and 
Henry  Littlehales.  Second  Edition. 

PARISH  LIFE  IN  MEDIAEVAL  ENGLAND. 
Cardinal  Gasquet.  Fourth  Edition. 

PARISH  REGISTERS  OF  ENGLAND,  THE. 
J.  C.  Cox. 


REMAINS  OF  THE  PREHISTORIC  AGE  IK 
ENGLAND.  Sir  B.  C.  A.  Windle.  Second 
Edition. 

ROMAN  ERA  IN  BRITAIN,  THE.    J.  Ward. 

ROMANO-BRITISH  BUILDINGS  AND  EARTH- 
WORKS. J.  Ward. 

ROVAL  FORESTS  OF  ENGLAND,  THE.  J.  C 
Cox. 

SCHOOLS  OF  MEDIEVAL  ENGLAND,  THE. 
A.  F.  Leach.  Second  Edition. 

SHRINES  OF  BRITISH  SAINTS.    J.  C.  Wall. 


The  Arden  Shakespeare 

General  Editor— R.  H.  CASE 
Demy  Svo.     6s.  net  each  volume 

An  edition  of  Shakespeare  in  Single  Plays ;  each  edited  with  a  full  Introduction, 
Textual  Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page 

MACBETH.     Second  Edition. 

MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

MERCHANT  OF  VENICE,  THE.  Fourth  Edition. 

MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR,  THE. 

MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM,  A. 

OTHELLO.    Second  Edition. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET.    Second  Edition. 

SONNETS  AND  A  LOVER'S  COMPLAINT. 

TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW,  THE. 

TEMPEST,  THE.    Second  Edition. 

TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 

TWELFTH  NIGHT.     Third  Edition. 

Two  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA,  THB. 

VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 

WINTER'S  TALE,  THE. 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 

ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.     Third  Edition. 

As  You  LIKE  IT. 

CVMBELINE.    Second  Edition. 

COMEDY  OF  ERRORS,  THE. 

HAMLET.     Fourth  Edition. 

JULIUS  CAESAR.    Second  Edition. 

KING  HENRY  iv.     PT.  i. 

KING  HENRY  v.    Second  Edition. 

KING  HENRY  vi.    PT.  i. 

KING  HENRY  vi. 

KING  HENRY  vi. 


PT.  ii. 

PT.  in 
KING  HENRY  vm. 
KING  LEAR.    Second  Edition. 
KING  RICHARD  n. 

KING  RICHARD  in.    Second  Edition. 
LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  KING  JOHN,  THE. 
LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST.     Second  Edition, 


Classics  of  Art 

Edited  by  DR.  J.  H.  W.  LAING 

With  numerous  Illustrations.      Wide  Royal  Svo 


ART  OF  THE  GREEKS,  THE.    H.  B.  Walters. 
15$.  net. 

ART  OF  THE  ROMANS,  THE.     H.  B.  Walters. 
i6s.  net. 

CHARDIN.     H.  E.  A.  Furst.     15*.  net. 


DONATELLO.     Maud  Cruttwell.     i6s.  net. 

FLORENTINE  SCULPTORS  OF  THE  RENAIS- 
SANCE. Wilhelm  Bode.  Translated  by 
Jessie  Haynes.  15$.  net. 

GEORGE  ROMNEY.  Arthur  B.  Chamberlain. 
iSJ.  net, 
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Classics  of  Art — continued 

GHIRLANDAIO.     Gerald  S.  Davies.     Second 

Edition.     15-r.  net. 
LAWRENCE.  Sir  Walter  Armstrong.     25^.  net. 

MICHELANGELO.      Gerald    S.   Davies.      15^. 
net. 

RAPHAEL.    A.  P.  Oppe".     i$s.  net 

REMBRANDT'S    ETCHINGS.       A.    M.     Hind. 
Two  Volumes.    25.9.  net. 


RUBENS.     Edward  Dillon.     30*.  net. 

TINTORETTO.    Evelyn  March  Phillipps.     i&». 
net. 

TITIAN.    Charles  Ricketts.     i6s.  net. 

TURNER'S  SKETCHES  AND  DRAWINGS.     A.  J. 
Finberg.    Second  Rdition.     15^.  net. 

|    VELAZQUEZ.     A.  de  Beruete.     15^.  net. 


The  'Complete1  Series 

Fully  Illustrated.     Demy  8vo 


COMPLETE   AMATEUR  BOXER,  THE.     J.   G. 

Bohun  Lynch.     10*.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE  ASSOCIATION  FOOTBALLER,   THE. 

B.   S.   Evers    and    C.   E.    Hughes-Davies. 

leu.  64.  net. 
COMPLETE  ATHLETIC  TRAINER,  THE,    S.  A. 

Mussabini.     io.r.  bd.  net. 
COMPLETE  BILLIARD  PLAYER,  THE.     Charles 

Roberts.     12*.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE    COOK,    THE.      Lilian    Whitling. 

i  or.  (>d.  net. 
COMPLETE   CRICKETER,    THE.      Albert    E. 

KNIGHT.    Second  Edition.    los.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE  FOXHUNTER,  THE.    Charles  Rich- 
ardson.   Second  Edition.    i6s.  net. 
COMPLETE  GOLFER,  THE.      Harry   Vardon. 

Fifteenth  Edition,  Revised,     izs.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE  HOCKEY-PLAYER,  THE.    Eustace 

E.  White.    Second  Edition.     ioj.  dd.  net. 
COMPLETE    HORSEMAN,    THE.     W.    Scarth 

Dixon.    Second  Edition.     12.1.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE  JUJITSUAN,  THE.    W,  H,  Garrud. 

5*.  net. 


COMPLETE  LAWN  TENNIS  PLAYER,  THE. 
A.  Wallis  Myers.  Fourth  Edition,  its.  6d. 
net. 

COMPLETE  MOTORIST,  THE.  Filson  Young 
and  W.  G.  Aston.  Revised  Edition. 
ior.  f>d.  net. 

COMPLETE  MOUNTAINEER,  THE.  G.  D. 
Abraham.  Second  Edition,  ids.  net. 

COMPLETE  OARSMAN,  THE.  R.  C.  Lehm.inn. 
12$.  6d.  net. 

COMPLETE  PHOTOGRAPHER,  THE.     R.  Child 

Bayley.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised,      vs.  dd. 

net. 
COMPLETE  RUGBY  FOOTBALLER,  ON  THE  NEW 

ZEALAND  SYSTEM,  THE.    D.  Gallaher  and 

W.  J.  Stead.    Second  Edition.    \zs.  6d.  net. 
COMPLETE    SHOT,    THE.     G.   T.   Teasdale- 

Buckell.     Third  Edition,      idr.  net. 
COMPLETE  SWIMMER,  THE.     F.  Sachs,    ior, 

6d.  net. 
COMPLETE  YACHTSMAN,  THE.    B.  Heckstall- 

Smith  and  E.  du  Boulay.     Second  Edition, 

Revised.    16$.  net. 


The  Connoisseur's  Library 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     Wide  Royal  8vo.     2$s.  net  each  volume 


ENGLISH  COLOURED  BOOKS.    Martin  Hardie. 
ENGLISH     FURNITURE.       F.    S.    Robinson. 

Second  Edition. 
ETCHINGS.  Sir  F.  Wed  more.  Second  Edition. 

EUROPEAN   ENAMELS.     Henry   H.    Cunyng- 

hame. 

FINE  BOOKS.    A.  W.  Pollard. 
GLASS.     Edward  Dillon. 
GOLDSMITHS'    AND     SILVERSMITHS'    WORK. 

Nelson  Dawson.     Second  Edition. 


ILLUMINATED  MANUSCRIPTS.    J.  A,  Herbert. 

Second  Edition, 
IVORIES.     Alfred  Maskell. 


JEWELLERY. 
Edition. 


H.     Clifford    Smith.      Second 


MEZZOTINTS.     Cyril  Davenport. 
MINIATURES.     Dudley  Heath. 
PORCELAIN.     Edward  Dillon. 
SEALS.     Walter  de  Gray  Birch. 
WOOD  SCULPTURE.     Alfred  MaskelL 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Handbooks  of  English  Church  History 

Edited  by  J.  H.  BURN.     Crown  8vo.     $s.  net  each  volume 

REFORMATION  PERIOD,  THE.    Henry  Gee. 


FOUNDATIONS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH,  THE. 
J.  H.  Maude. 

SAXON  CHURCH  AND  THE  NORMAN  CONQUEST, 
THE.    C.  T.  Cruttwell. 

MEDIEVAL  CHURCH  AND  THE  PAPACY,  THE. 
A.  C.  Jennings. 


STRUGGLE   WITH  PURITANISM,  THE.    Bruce 
Blaxland. 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  IN  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY,  THE.    Alfred  Plummer. 


Handbooks  of  Theology 

Demy  Sv0 


DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCARNATION,  THE.    R.  L. 
Ottley.     Fifth  Edition.     15*.  net. 

HISTORY  OF  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  DOCTRINE,  A. 
J.    F.    Bethune-Baker.      15*.  net. 

INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF  RELIGION, 
AN.  F.  B.  Jevons.  Seventh  Edition.  iaj.  6d. 

net. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE 
CREEDS,  AN.  A.  E.  Burn.  is*.  6.Y. 
net. 

PHILOSOPHY  OF  RELIGION  IN  ENGLAND  AND 
AMERICA,  THE.  Alfred  Caldecott.  iaj.  6d. 
net. 

XXXIX  ARTICLES  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  ENG- 
LAND, THE.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson. 
Ninth  Edition.  15*.  net. 


Health  Series 

Fcap.  Svo.      2s.  6d.  net 


BABY,  THE.    Arthur  Saunders. 
CARE  OF  THE  BODY,  THE.     F.  Cavanagh. 
CARB  OF  THE  TEETH,  THE.     A.  T.  Pitts. 
EYES  OF  OUR  CHILDREN,  THE.     N.  Bishop 

Harman. 
HEALTH  FOR  THE  MIDDLE-AGED.    Seymour 

Taylor.     Third  Edition. 
HEALTH  OF  A  WOMAN,  THE.      R.    Murray 

Leslie. 
HEALTH  OF  THE  SKIN,  THE,    George  Pcrnet. 


How  TO  LIVE  LONG.    J.  Walter  Carr. 
PREVENTION  OF  THE  COMMON  COLD,  THH. 

O.  K.  Williamson. 

STAYING  THE  PLAGUE.    N.  Bishop  Harman. 
THROAT    AND    EAR    TROUBLES.       Macleod 

Yearsley.     Third  Edition. 
TUBERCULOSIS,    dive  Riviere. 

HEALTH  OF  THE  CHILD,  THE.     O.   Hilton, 
Second  Edition,    is.  net. 


The  'Home  Life*  Series 

Illustrated.     Demy  8vo. 


HOME    LIFE    IN    AMERICA.      Katherine    G. 

Busbey.     Second  Edition,     izs.6d.net. 
HOME  LIFE  IN  CHINA.     I.  Taylor  Headland. 

i2j.  6d.  net. 
HOME    LIFE    IN    FRANCE.      Miss    Betham 

Edwards.    Sixth  Edition.    >js.  6J.  net. 
HOME  LIFE  IN  GERMANY.    Mrs.  A.  Sidgwick. 

Third  Edition.     \  2.  &/.  net. 
HOME  LIFE  IN  HOLLAND.     D.  S.  Meldrum. 

Second  Edition,     izy.  6d.  net. 


HOME  LIFE  IN  ITALY.    Lina  Duff  Gordon. 
Third  Edition,     izs.6d.net. 

HOME  LIFE  IN  NORWAY.      H.   K.   Daniels. 
Second  Edition,     izj.  6d.  net. 

HOME    LIFE    IN    SPAIN.      S.   L.    Bensusan. 
Second  Edition.     iaj.  6d.  net. 

BALKAN  HOME  LIFE.      Lucy  M  J.  Garnett. 
i9.s.  6d.  net. 
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Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING.      With  Portraits 
Crown  &z>0.      3^.  net  each  volume 

JOHN  KKBLE.  Walter  Lock.  Seventh  Edition. 
JOHN  KNOX.  F.  MacCunn.  Second  Edition. 
JOHN  WESLEY.  J.  H.  Overton. 


AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.     E.  L.  Cutts. 
BISHOP  BUTLER.    W.  A.  Spooner. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.     G.  W.  Daniell. 

A.  W.  Hutton.  Second 


CARDINAL  MANNING. 
Edition. 

CARDINAL  NEWMAN.    R.  H.  Hutton. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.    H.  C.  G.  Moule. 

GEORGE  Fox,  THE  QUAKER.     T.  Hodgkin. 
Third  Edition. 

JOHN  DONNE.    Augustus  Jessop. 
JOHN  HOWE.     R.  F.  Horton. 


LANCELOT  ANDREWES.    R.  L.  Ottley.   Second 
Edition. 

LATIMER.     R.  M.  and  A.  J.-Carlyle. 

THOMAS  CHALMERS.    Mrs.  Oliphant.    Second 
Edition. 

THOMAS  CRANMER.     A.  J.  Mason. 
THOMAS  KEN.     F.  A.  Clarke. 

WILLIAM    LAUD.     W.   H.  Hutton.      Fourth 
Edition. 


The  Library 

With  Introductions  and 


Small  Pott  8vo,  doth,  3*.  net ; 

.  6d.  net  each  volume 


of  Devotion 

(where  necessary)  Notes 
also  some  volumes  in  leather^ 


BISHOP  WILSON'S  SACRA  PRIVATA. 

BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS,  A.    Second  Edition. 

CHRISTIAN  YEAR,  THE.    Fifth  Edition. 

CONFESSIONS     OF     ST.     AUGUSTINE,    THE. 
Ninth  Edition,     y.  6d.  net. 

DAY  BOOK  FROM  THE  SAINTS  AND  FATHERS, 
A. 

DEATH  AND  IMMORTALITY. 
DEVOTIONS  FROM  THE  APOCRYPHA. 
DEVOTIONS  OF  ST.  ANSELM,  THE. 

DEVOTIONS  FOR  EVERY  DAY  IN  THE  WEEK 
AND  THE  GREAT  FESTIVALS. 

GRACE   ABOUNDING  TO  THE   CHIEF  OF  SIN- 
NERS. 

GUIDE  TO  ETERNITY,  A. 

HORAE  MYSTICAE.     A  Day  Book  from  the 
Writings  of  Mystics  of  Many  Nations. 

IMITATION  OF  CHRIST,  THE.   Eighth  Edition. 
INNER  WAY,  THE.     Third  Edition. 
INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  DEVOUT  LIFE,  AN. 


LIGHT,  LIFE,  and  LOVE. 
the  German  Mystics. 

LITTLE    BOOK  OF    HEAVENLY   WISDOM,    A. 
A  Selection  from  the  English  Mystics. 

LYRA  APOSTOLICA. 
LYRA  INNOCENTIUM. 


A  Selection  from 


Third  Edition. 


LYRA    SACRA.      A    Book    of  Sacred    Verse. 
Second  Edition. 

MANUAL  OF  CONSOLATION  FROM  THE  SAINTS 
AND  FATHERS,  A. 

ON  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD. 
PRECES  PRIVATAE. 
PSALMS  OF  DAVID,  THE. 

SERIOUS    CALL   TO  A   DEVOUT   AND    HOLY 
LIFE,  A.     Fifth  Edition. 

SONG  OF  SONGS,  THK. 

SPIRITUAL  COMBAT,  THE. 

SPIRITUAL  GUIDE,  THE.     Third  Edition. 

TEMPLE,  THE.    Second  Edition. 

THOUGHTS  OF  PASCAL,  THE.    Second  Edition. 
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Little  Books  on  Art 

With  many  Illustrations.     Demy  i6mo.     $s.  net  each  vohtme 

Each  volume  consists  of  about  200  pages,  and  contains  from  30  to  40  Illustrations, 
including  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure 


ALBRECHT  DURBR.    L.  J  Allen. 

ARTS  OF  JAPAN,  THE.     E.  Dillon.     Third 

Edition. 

BOOKPLATES.     E.  Almack. 
BOTTICELLI.     Mary  L.  Bonnor. 
BURNE-JONES.     F.  de  Lisle.     Third  Edition. 
CELLINI.     R.  H.  H.  Cust. 
CHRISTIAN  SYMBOLISM.     Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
CHRIST  IN  ART.    Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
CLAUDE.     E.  Dillon. 

H.    W.    Tompkins.       Second 


CONSTABLE. 
Edition. 

COROT.     A.  Pollard  and  E.  Birnstingl. 

WATER-COLOUR.       C. 


E. 


EARLY    ENGLISH 
Hughes. 

ENAMELS.   Mrs.  N.  Dawson.  Second  Edition. 
FREDERIC  LEIGHTON.     A.  Corkran. 
GEORGE  ROMNEY.     G.  Paston. 


GREEK  ART.    H.  B.  Walters.    Fifth  Edition. 
GREUZE  AND  BOUCHER.    E.  F.  Pollard. 
HOLBEIN.     Mrs.  G.  Fortescue. 
JEWELLERY.    C.  Davenport.    Second  Edition. 
JOHN  HOPPNER.     H.  P.  K.  Skipton. 

SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS.      J.  Sime.      Second 
Edition. 

MILLET.     N.  Peacock.    Second  Edition. 

MINIATURES.    C.    Davenport,  V.D.,   F.S.A. 
Second  Edition. 

OUR  LADY  IN  ART.    Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
RAPHAEL.    A.  R.  Dryhurst.    Second  Edition 
RODIN.     Muriel  Ciolkowska. 
TURNER.     F.  Tyrrell-GilL 
VANDYCK.     M.  G.  Smallwood. 

VELAZQUEZ.      W.    Wilberforce    and    A.    R. 
Gilbert. 

WATTS.    R.  E,  D.  Sketchley.   Second  Edition. 


The  Little  Guides 

With  many  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  NEW  and  other  artists,  and  from  photographs 
Small  Pott  8vo.     4$.  net  each  volume 

The  main  features  of  these  Guides  are  (i)  a  handy  and  charming  form  ;  (2)  illus- 
trations from  photographs  and  by  well-known  artists ;  (3)  good  plans  and  maps ; 
(4)  an  adequate  but  compact  presentation  of  everything  that  is  interesting  in  the 
natural  features,  history,  archaeology,  and  architecture  of  the  town  or  district  treated. 


CAMBRIDGE    AND    ITS    COLLEGES.     A.    H. 

Thompson.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
CHANNEL  ISLANDS,  THE.    E.  E.  Bicknell. 
ENGLISH  LAKES,  THE.     F.  G.  Brabant. 
ISLE  OF  WIGHT,  THE.    G.  Clinch. 
LONDON.    G.  Clinch. 

MALVERN  COUNTRY,  THE.    Sir  B.C.A.Windle. 

Second  Edition. 
NORTH  WALES.     A.  T.  Story. 


OXFORD    AND    ITS 
Tenth  Edition. 


COLLEGES.      J.    Wells. 


ST.  PAUL'S  CATHEDRAL.     G.  Clinch. 

SHAKESPEARE'S    COUNTRY.      Sir   B.    C.    A. 
Windle.     Fifth  Edition. 

SOUTH  WALES.     G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade. 
TEMPLE,  THE.     H.  H.  L.  Bellot. 

WESTMINSTER    ABBEY.      G.    E.    Troutbeck. 
Second  Edition. 
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The  Little  Guides  -co  ntin  ued 

BEDFORDSHIRE  AND  HUNTINGDONSHIRE.   H. 
W.  Macklin. 

BERKSHIRE.    F.  G.  Brabant. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.     E.  S.  Roscoe,    Second 

Edition,  Revised. 
CAMBRIDGESHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox. 
CHESHIRE.    W.  M.  Gallichan. 
CORNWALL.     A.  L.  Salmon.    Second  Edition, 
DERBYSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox.    Second  Edition. 
DEVON.     S.  Baring-Gould.     Fourth  Edition. 
DORSET.     F.  R.  Heath.    Fourth  Edition. 
DURHAM.    J.  E.  Hodgkin. 
ESSEX.    J.  C.  Cox.    Second  Edition. 

GLOUCESTERSHIRE.       J.    C.    Cox.       Second 
Edition. 

HAMPSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox.     Third  Edition. 
HEREFORDSHIRE.     G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade. 
HERTFORDSHIRE.    H.  W.  Tompkins. 

KENT.      J.  C.   Cox.    Second  Edition,    Re- 
written. 
KERRY.    C.  P.  Crane.    Second  Edition. 

LEICESTERSHIRE  AND  RUTLAND.    A.  Harvey 
and  V.  B.  Crowther-Beynon. 

LINCOLNSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox. 
MIDDLESEX.    J.  B.  Firth. 
MONMOUTHSHIRE.    G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade. 

NORFOLK.     W.  A.   Dutt.     Fourth  Edition, 
Revised. 


NORTHAMPTONSHIRE.       W.     Dry.       SeconA 
Edition,  Revised. 

NORTHUMBERLAND.       J.    E.    Morris.        $s. 
net. 

NOTTINGHAMSHIRE.     L.  Guilford. 
OXFORDSHIRE.  F.  G.  Brabant.  Second  Edition. 
SHROPSHIRE.     J.  E.  Auden.    Second  Edition. 

SOMERSET.     G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade.     Fourth 
Edition. 

STAFFORDSHIRE.     C.  Masefield.   Second  Edi- 
tion. 

SUFFOLK.     W.  A.  Dutt.     Second  Edition. 

SURREY.     J.   C.    Cox.      Third   Edition,   Re- 
written. 

SUSSEX.     F.  G.  Brabant.    Fijth  Edition. 
WARWICKSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox. 
WILTSHIRE.     F.  R.  Heath.     Third   Edition. 

J.     F- 


YORKSHIRE,    THE    EAST    RIDING. 
Morris. 

YORKSHIRE,    THE   NORTH    RIDING. 

Morris. 
YORKSHIRE,    THE    WEST    RIDING. 

Morris.    5$.  net. 


J.    E. 
J.    E. 


BRITTANY.   S.  Baring-Gould.  Second  Edition 
NORMANDY.   C.  Scudamore.    Second  Edition 
ROME.    C.  G.  Ellaby. 
SICILY.    F.  1 1.  Jackson. 


The  Little  Library 

With  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces 

Small  Pott  8vo.     Each  Volume^  cloth,  2.s.  6d.  net ;  also  some  volumes 
in  leather  at  3*.  6d.  net 


Anon.  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH 
LYRICS.  Second  Edition,  y.  (tJ.net. 

Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE. Two  Volumes. 

NORTHANGER  ABBEY. 

Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF 
LORD  BACON. 

Barnett  (Annie).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  PROSE.  Third  Edition. 

Beckford  (William).  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  CALIPH  VATHEK. 


Blake  (William).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  BLAKE. 

Browning  (Robert).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF  ROBERT 
BROWNING. 

Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN  :  With  some  later 
Poems  by  GEORGE  CANNING. 

Cowlay  (Abraham).  THE  ESSAYS  OF 
ABRAHAM  COWI.EY. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


The  Little  Library— continued 

Crabbe  (George).    SELECTIONS    FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  CRABBE. 

Crashaw    (Richard).     THE    ENGLISH 
POEMS  OF  RICHARD  CRASHAW. 

Dante  Allghleri.    PURGATORY. 
PARADISE. 

Darley  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  DARLEY. 

Kinglake  (A.   W.).     EOTHEN.      Second 
Edition,    ar.  6d.  net 

Locker  (F.).    LONDON  LYRICS. 

Manrell  (Andrew).     THE    POEMS    OF 
ANDREW  MARVELL. 

Milton  (John).   THE  MINOR  POEMS  OF 
JOHN  MILTON. 

Moir(D.  M.).    MANSIE  WAUCH. 

Nichols  (Bowyer).    A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  SONNETS. 


Smith  (Horace  and  James).  REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. 

Sterne  (Laurence).  A  SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  THE  EARLY 
POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNY- 
SON. 

IN  MEMORIAM. 

THE  PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

Yaughan  (Henry).  THE  POEMS  OF 
HENRY  VAUGHAN. 

Waterhouse  (Elizabeth).  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
Nineteenth  Edition. 

Wordsworth  (W.).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  WILLIAM  WORDS- 
WORTH. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Third  Edition. 


The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare 

Edited  by  W.  J.  CRAIG.     With  Introductions  and  Notes 
Pott  i6mo.     40   Volumes.     Leather,  price  is.  gd.  net  each  volume 


Miniature  Library 

Demy  ^zmt>.      Leather^  3*.  6d.  net  each  volume 


EUPHRANOR:  A.Dialogue  on  Youth.    Edward 
FitzGerald. 
THE  RUBAIYAT  OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.    Edw 


vard    I 

''dward 


POLONIUS;    or,  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  In- 
stances.    Edward  FitzGerald. 
FitzGerald.     Fifth  Edition.     Cloth,  is.  net. 


The  New  Library  of  Medicine 

Edited  by  C.  W.  SALEEBY.     Demy  Svo 


AIR  AND  HEALTH.  Ronald  C.  Macfie.  Second 
Edition.  I<M.  &/.  net. 

CARE  OF  THE  BODY,  THE.  F.  Cavanngh. 
Second  Edition,  los.  &/.  net. 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  NATION,  THE.  The  Right 
Hon.  Sir  John  Gorst.  Second  Edition. 
los.  6d.  net. 


DRUGS  AND  THE  DRUG  HABIT. 
bury.     icj.  6d.  net. 


H.  Sains- 


FUNCTIONAL  NERVE  DISEASES.     A.  T.  Scho- 
field.     IQJ.  €>d.  net. 

HYGIENE  OF  MIND,  THE.     Sir  T.  S.  Clouston. 
Sixth  Edition.     los.  6d.  net. 


INFANT  MORTALITY. 
los.  6a'.  net. 


Sir  George  Newman, 


PREVENTION  OF  TUBERCULOSIS  (CONSUMP 
TION),  THE.  Arthur  Newsholme.  Second 
Edition,  izs.  6d.  net. 
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The  New  Library  of  Music 


Edited    by  ERNEST  NEWMAN.     Illustrated.     Demy  Svo.     los.  6d.  net 
BRAHMS.      J.    A.    Fuller- Maitland.       Second   \    HANDEL.     R.  A.  Streatteild.    Second  Edition. 


Edition. 


HUGO  WOLF.     Ernest  Newman. 


Oxford  Biographies 

Illustrated.     Fcap.  8v0.     Each  volume^  cloth ,  $s.  net  / 
also  some  in  leather ;  $s.  net 


DANTE  ALIGHIERI.     Paget  Toynbee.     Fifth 

Edition. 
GIKOLAMO  SAVONAROLA.   E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh. 

Sixth  Edition. 
Jomi  HOWARD.    E.  C.  S.  Gibson. 


SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH.    I.  A.  Taylor. 
CHATHAM.    A.  S.  McDowalL 
CANNING.     W.  Alison  Phillips. 


Nine  Plays 

Fcap.  ?>vo.     2s'  6d.  net 


ACROSS  THE  BORDER.     Beulah  Marie  Dix. 
HONEYMOON,  THE.    A  Comedy  in  Three  Acts. 

Arnold  Bennett.     Third  Edition. 
CHEAT  ADVENTURE,  THE.    A  Play  of  Fancy  in 

Four  Acts.  Arnold  Bennett.  Fourth  Edition. 
MILESTONES.      Arnold   Bennett  and   Edward 

Knoblock.     Eighth  Edition. 
IDEAL  HUSBAND,  AN.    Oscar  Wilde.    Acting 

Edition. 


KISMET.      Edv/ard  Knoblock.       Third  Edi. 

tion. 
TYPHOON.      A  Play  in  Four  Acts.      Melchior 

Lengyel.       English    Version    by    Laurence 

Irving.     Second  Edition. 
WARE  CASE,  THE.     George  Pleydell. 
GENERAL  POST.    J.  E.  Harold  Terry.    Second 

Edition. 


FLYING,  ALL  ABOUT, 

GOLF  Do's  AND  DONT'S. 
Edition. 


Sport  Series 

Illustrated.     Fcap.  &vo.     is.  net 
Gertrude  Bacon. 

Stancliffe.'   Sixth 


GOLFING    SWING,    THE. 

Fourth  Edition. 
How  TO  SWIM.     H.  R.  Austin. 
WRESTLING.     P.  Longhurst. 


Burnhara    Hare. 


The  States  of  Italy 

Edited  by  E.  ARMSTRONG  and  R.  LANGTON  DOUGLAS 

Illustrated.     Demy  Svo 

MILAN  UNDER  THE  SFORZA,  A  HISTORY  OF.    I    VERONA,    A    HISTORY    OF.       A.   M.   Allen. 
Cecilia  M.  Ady.     T.ZS.  6d.  net.  \        15*.  net. 

PERUGIA,  A  HISTORY  OF.    W.  Heywood.     15^.  net. 

The  Westminster  Commentaries 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK 

Demy  Svo 

ISAIAH.     G.  W.  Wade.     16*.  net. 

JEREMIAH.     L.  E.  Binns.     i6s.  net. 

JOB.  E.  C.  S.  Gibson.  Second  Edition. 
Bs.  6d.  net. 

PASTORAL  EPISTLES,  THE.  E.  F.  BROWN. 
Bs.  6d.  net. 

PHILIPPIANS,  THE.  Maurice  Jones.  Bs.  6d. 
net. 

ST.  JAMF.S.  R.  J.  Knowling.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Bs.  6d.  net. 

ST.  MATTHEW.     P.  A.  Micklem.     15^.  net. 


ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES,  THE.  R.  B.  Rack- 
ham.  Seventh  Edition.  i6s.  net. 

AMOS.     E.  A.  Edghill.     Bs.  6<J.  net. 

Coi:iNTHiANS,  I.  H.  L.  Goudge.  Fourth 
Edition.  Bs.  6d.  net. 

EXODUS.  A.  H.  M'Neile.  Second  Edition. 
1 5^.  net. 

EZEKIEL.     H.  A.  Red  path.     12$.  6d.  net. 

GENESIS.  S.  R.  Driver.  Tenth  Edition. 
i6s.  net. 

HEBU-EWS.     E.  C.  Wickham.     Bs.  (>d.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 
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The  ' Young'   Series 

Illustrated.     Crown  %vo 


YOUNG  BOTANIST,  THE.      W.  P.  Westell  and 
C.  S.  Cooper.     6s.  net. 

YOUNG  CARPENTER,  THE.     Cyril  Hall.     6s. 
tut. 

YOUNG  ELECTRICIAN,  THE.     Hammond  Hall. 
Second  Edition.     6 s.  net. 


YOUNG  ENGINEER,   THB.      Hammond  Hall. 
Third  Edition.     6s.  net. 

YOUNG  NATURALIST,  THE.    W.  P.  Westell. 
7-r.  6d.  net. 

YOUNG  ORNITHOLOGIST,  THE.    W.  P.  Westell. 
6s.  net. 


Methuen's  Cheap  Library 

Fcap.  Sv0.     2s.  net 


ALL  THINGS  CONSIDERED.    G.  K.  Chesterton. 
BKST  OF  LAMB,  THE.    Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 
BLUE  BIRD,  THE.     Maurice  Maeterlinck. 
CHARLHS  DICKENS.    G.  K.  Chesterton. 
CHARMIDES,    AND    OTHER    POEMS.       Oscar 

Wilde. 
CHITRAL  :   The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.     Sir 

G.  S.  Robertson. 
CUSTOMS  OF  OLD    ENGLAND,  THE.     F.    J. 

S.iell. 

DE  PKOFUNDIS.    Oscar  Wilde. 
FAMOUS  WITS,  A  BOOK  OF.     W.  Jerrold. 
FROM     MIDSHIPMAN     TO     FIELD-MARSHAL. 

Sir  Evelyn  Wood,  F.M.,  V.C. 
HARVEST  HOME.    E.  V.  Lucas. 
HILLS  AND  THE  SEA.     Hilaire  Belloc. 
IDEAL  HUSBAND,  AN.    Oscar  Wilde. 
IMPORTANCE    OF     BEING    EARNEST,    THE. 

Oscar  Wilde. 

INTENTIONS.    Oscar  Wilde. 
JANE    AUSTEN    AND    HER    TIMES.       G.    E. 

MITTON. 
JOHN    BOYES,   KING   OF   THE   WA-KIKUYU. 

John  Boyes. 

LADY  WINDERMERE'S  FAN.     Oscar  Wilde. 
LETTERS   FROM    A    SELF-MADE    MERCHANT 

TO  HIS  SON.     George  Horace  Lorimer. 
LIFE  OF  JOHN  RUSKIN,  THE.     W.  G.  Colling- 

wood. 
LIFE  OF  ROBERT   Louis   STEVENSON,  THE. 

Graham  Balfour. 

LITTLE  OF  EVERYTHING,  A.    E.  V.  Lucas. 
LORD  ARTHUR  SAVILE'S  CRIME.   Oscar  Wilde. 
LORE  OF    THE  HONEY-BEE,   THE,      Tickner 

Edwardes. 

MAN  AND  THE  UNIVERSE.     Sir  Oliver  Lodge- 
MARY  MAGDALKNE.    Maurice  Maeterlinck. 


MIRROR  OF  THE  SEA,  THE.    J.  Conrad. 
MIXED  VINTAGES.     E  V.  Lucas. 
MODERN  PROBLEMS.     Sir  Oliver  Lodge. 
MY  CHILDHOOD  AND  BOYHOOD.    Leo  Tolstoy. 
MY  YOUTH.     Leo  Tolstoy. 
OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.    S.  Baring-Gould. 
OLD    TIME    PARSON,  THE.      P.   H.    Ditch- 
field. 

ON  EVERYTHING.     Hilaire  Belloc. 

ON  NOTHING.     Hilaire  Belloc. 

OSCAR  WILDE  :    A  Critical  Study.      Arthur 

Ransome. 

PICKED  COMPANY,  A.     Hilaire  Belloc. 
REASON  AND  BELIEF.     Sir  Oliver  Lodge. 
R.  L.  S.     Francis  Watt. 
SCIENCE  FROM  AN   EASY  CHAIR.     Sir   Ray 

Lankester. 

SELECTED  POEMS.    Oscar  Wilde. 
SELECTED  PROSE.    Oscar  Wilde. 
SHEPHERDS  LIFE,  A.     W.  H.  Hudson. 
SHILLING   FOR   MY   THOUGHTS,   A.     G.    K. 

Chesterton. 
SOCIAL    EVILS    AND    THEIR   REMEDY.     Leo 

Tolstoy. 
SOME  LETTERS  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  Selected 

by  Lloyd  Osbourne. 
SUBSTANCE    OF    FAITH,    THE.      Sir    Oliver 

Lodge. 

SURVIVAL  OF  MAN,  THE.     Sir  Oliver  Lodge. 
TOWER  OF  LONDON,  THE.    R.  Davey. 
Two  ADMIRALS.     Admiral  John  Moresby. 
VAILIMA  LETTERS.    Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
VARIETY  LANE.     E.  V.  Lucas. 
VICAR  OF  MORWENSTOW,  THE.     S.  Baring- 
Gould. 
WOMAN    OF    NO    IMPORTANCE,    A.     Oscar 

Wilde. 


A  Selection  only 
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Books  for  Travellers 

Crown  Sv0.     Ss.  6d.  net  each 
Each  volume  contains  a  number  of  Illustrations  in  Colour 


AVON  AND  SHAKESPEARE'S  COUNTRY,  THE. 
A.  G.  Bradley.    Second  Edition. 

BLACK  FOREST,  A  BOOK  OF  THE.     C.   E. 
Hughes. 

CITIES  OF  LOMBARDY,  THE.    Edward  Hutton. 

CITIES    OF    ROMAGNA     AND     THE    MARCHES, 

THE.     Edward  Hutton. 

CITIES    OF    SPAIN,   THE.      Edward  Hutton. 
Fifth  Edition. 

CITIES  OF  UMBRIA,  THE.      Edward  Hutton. 
Fifth  Edition. 

FLORENCE  AND  NORTHERN  TUSCANY,   WITH 
GENOA.     Edward  Hutton.   Third  Edition. 

LAND  OF  PARDONS,  THE  (Brittany).     Anatole 
Le  Braz.     Fourth  Edition. 

LONDON  REVISITED.     E.  V.   Lucas.      Third 
Edition.     &s.  (xi.  net. 

NAPLES.     Arthur  H.   Norway.     Fourth  Edi- 
tion.   8*.  6rf.  net. 


NAPLES   AND   SOUTHERN    ITALY. 
Hutton. 


Edward 


NAPLES  RIVIERA,  THE. 
Second  Edition. 


H.   M.  Vaughan. 


NEW  FOREST,  THE.     Horace  G.  Hutchinson. 
Fourth  Edition. 

NORWAY  AND  ITS  FJORDS.     M.  A.  Wyllie. 
ROME.     Edward  Hutton.     Third  Edition. 

ROUND  ABOUT  WILTSHIRE.     A.  G.  Bradley. 
Third  Edition. 

SIENA   AND    SOUTHERN    TUSCANY.     Edward 
Hutton.    Second  Edition. 

SKIRTS  OF  THE  GREAT  CITY,  THE.     Mrs.  A. 
G.  Bell.     Second  Edition. 

VENICE  AND  VENETIA.     Edward  Hutton. 

WANDERER  IN  FLORENCE,  A.     E.  V.  Lucas. 
Sixth  Edition. 


WANDERER    IN    PARIS,    A. 
Thirteenth  Edition. 

WANDERER  IN  HOLLAND,  A. 
Sixteenth  Edition, 

WANDERER   IN  LONDON,  A. 
Eighteenth  Edition. 

WANDERER    IN    VENICE,  A. 
Second  Edition. 


E.  V.  Lucas. 
E.  V.  Lucas. 
E.  V.  Lucas. 
E.  V.  Lucas. 


Some  Books  on  Art 


ART,  ANCIENT  AND  MEDIEVAL.  M.  H. 
Bulley.  Illustrated.  Crown  &vo.  js.  &/. 
net. 

BRITISH  SCHOOL,  THE.  An  Anecdotal  Guide 
to  the  British  Painters  and  Paintings  in  the 
National  Gallery.  E.  V.  Lucas.  Illus- 
trated. Fcap.  &vo.  6s.  net. 

DECORATIVE  IRON  WORK.  From  the  xith 
to  the  xvnith  Century.  Charles  ffoulkes. 
Royal  4/<7.  £2  2S.  net. 

FRANCESCO  GUARDI,  1712-1793.  G.  A. 
Simonson.  Illustrated.  Imperial  *to. 
£,•2.  2S.  net. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB. 
William  Blake.  Quarto.  £i  is.  net. 

ITALIAN  SCULPTORS.  W.  G.  Waters.  Illus- 
trated. Crown  Bvo.  7*.  6d.  net. 


OLD  PASTE.  A.  Beresford  Ryley.  Illustrated. 
Royal  4/0.  £2  -zs.  net. 

ONE  HUNDRED  MASTERPIECES  OF  SCULPTURE. 
With  an  Introduction  by  G.  F.  Hill.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  Bvo.  izs.  6d.  net. 

ROYAL  ACADEMY  LECTURES  ON  PAINTING. 
George  Clausen.  Illustrated.  Crown  Bvo. 
•js.  6rf.  net. 

SAINTS  IN  ART,  THE.  Margaret  E.  Tabor. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Fcap.  Bvo. 
$s.  net. 

SCHOOLS  OF  PAINTING.  Mary  Innes.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  Bs.  net. 

CELTIC  ART  IN  PAGAN  AND  CHRISTIAN  TIMES. 
J.  R.  Allen.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Bvo.  ioj.  6d.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Some  Books  on  Italy 


FLORENCE  AND  HER  TREASURES.  H.  M. 
Vaughan.  Illustrated.  Fcap.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

FLORENCE  AND  THE  CITIES  OF  NORTHERN 
TUSCANY,  WITH  GENOA.  Edward  Hutton. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
Bs.  6d.  net. 

LOMBARUY,  THE  CITIES  OF.  Edward  Hutton. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Bvo.  Bs.  6ct.  net. 

MILAN  UNDER  THE  SFORZA,  A  HISTORY  OF. 
Cecilia  M.  Ady.  Illustrated.  Demy  Bvo. 
i2s.  6d.  net. 


NAPLES  :  Past  and  Present.  A.  H.  Norway. 
Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
8i.  6^.  net, 

NAPLES  RIVIERA,  THE.  H.  M.  Vaughan. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
8s.  6-y.  net. 


NAPLES  AND  SOUTHERN  ITALY.     E.  Hutton. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  Bvo.     Bs.  6d.  net. 

PEKUGIA,  A  HISTORY  OF.    William  Heywood. 
Illustrated.    Demy  Zvo.     i$s.  net. 

ROME.     Edward  Hutton.    Illustrated.    Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     Bs.  6d.  net. 

ROMAGNA   AND    THE    MARCHES,    THE    ClTIES 

OF.      Edward    Hutton.     Cr.    Bvo.     Bs.  (>d. 
net. 

ROME.     C.   G.   Ellaby.      Illustrated.     Small 
Pott  Bvo.     4s.  net. 

SICILY.     F.  H.  Jackson.     Illustrated.    Small 
Pott  Bz'O.     4s.  net. 


SICILY  :  The  New  Winter  Resort.  Douglas 
Sladen.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvff.  -JS.  6d.  net. 

SIENA  AND  SOUTHERN  TUSCANY.  Edward 
Hutton.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  Bs.  6d.  net. 


UMBRIA,  THE  CITIES  OF.  Edward  Hutton. 
Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
Bs.  6d.  net. 


VENICE    AND    VENETIA.      Edward    Hutton 
Illustrated.     Cr.  %vo.     8s.  f>d.  net. 


VENICE  ON   FOOT.     H.   A.   Douglas.      Illus- 
trated.   Second  Edition.    F'cap.  Bzv.    6s.  net. 


VENICE  AND  HER  TREASURES.  H.  A. 
Douglas.  Illustrated.  Fcaj>.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

VERONA,  A  HISTORY  OF.  A.  M.  Allen. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Bvo.  15^.  net. 

DANTE  ALIGHIERI  :  His  Life  and  Works. 
Paget  Toynbee.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  6s.  net. 

LAKES  OF  NORTHERN  ITALY,  THE.  Richard 
Bagot.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Fcap. 
Bvo.  6s.  net. 

SAVONAROLA,  GIROLAMO.  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh. 
Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
6s.  net. 


SKIES  ITALIAN:  A  Little  Breviary  for  Tra- 
vellers in  Italy.  Ruth  S.  Phelps.  Fcap.  Bvo. 
$s.  net. 
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Albanesi  (E.  Maria).  I  KNOW  A 
MAIDEN.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  js. 
net. 

THE  GLAD  HEART.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
8v0.  js.  net. 

Aumonier  (Stacy).  OLGA  BARDEL. 
Cr.  Bv<r.  js.  net. 

Bagot  (Pochard).  THE  HOUSE  OF 
SERRAVALLE.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Zvo.  js.  net. 

Bailey  (H.  C.)«    THE   SEA   CAPTAIN. 

Third  Edition.        Cr.  8vo.     js.  net. 
THE    HIGHWAYMAN.       Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zv0.    js.  net. 
THE  GAMESTERS.    Second  Edition.    Cr. 

&vo.     js.  net. 
THE  YOUNG  LOVERS.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     js.  net. 

Baring -Gould  (S.).  THE  BROOM- 
SQUIRE.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
&vo.  7s.  net. 

Barr  (Robert).     IN    THE    MIDST    OF 

ALARMS.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  &v0.     7s. 

net. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.    Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  &vo.     js.  net. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.    js.  net. 

Begbie  (Harold).  THE  CURIOUS  AND 
DIVERTING  ADVENTURES  OF  SIR 
JOHN  SPARROW,  BART.;  OR,  THE 
PROGRESS  OF  AN  OPEN  MIND.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  js.  net. 

Belloc  (H.).  EMMANUEL  BURDEN, 
MERCHANT.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion, Cr.  &v0.  js.  net. 

Bennett       (Arnold).        CLAYHANGER. 

Twelfth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     8j.  net. 

HILDA  LESSWAYS.  Eighth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  js.  net. 


THESE  TWAIN.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
8v0.  js.  net. 

THE  CARD.  Thirteenth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
js.  net. 

THE  REGENT  :  A  FIVE  TOWNS  STORY  OF 
ADVENTURE  IN  LONDON.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  js.  net. 

THE  PRICE  OF  LOVE.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  8z'ff.  js,  net. 

BURIED  ALIVE.  Ninth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bv0.  js.  net. 

A  MAN  FROM  THE  NORTH.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  js.  net. 

THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     js.  net. 

WHOM  GOD  HATH  JOINED.  A  New 
Edition.  Cr.  %vo.  js.  net. 


A    GREAT    MAN:    A    FROMC. 
Edition.    Cr.  8v0.     js.  net. 


Seventh 


Benson  (B.  P.).  DODO :  A  DETAIL  OF  THE 
DAY.  Seventeenth  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  js. 
net. 


Birmingham  (George  A.).  SPANISH 
GOLD.  Seventeenth  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  js. 
net. 

THE  SEARCH  PARTY.  Tenth  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  js.  net. 

LALAGE'S  LOVERS.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
8v0.  js.  net. 

GOSSAMER.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  js. 
net. 

THE  ISLAND  MYSTERY.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8v0.  js.  net. 

THE  BAD  TIMES.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
8v0  js.  net. 


Bowen  (Marjorie).    I  WILL  MAINTAIN. 
Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     js.  net. 

DEFENDER  OF  THE  FAITH.    Seventh 
Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     js.  net. 

WILLIAM,   BY  THE  GRACE  OF  GOD. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     7s.  net. 
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GOD    AND  THE   KING.     Sixth   Edition, 

Cr.  too.  7^.  net. 
PRINCE  AND  HERETIC.  Third  Edition. 

Cr.  too.  js.  n-ei. 
A  KNIGHT  OF  SPAIN.  Third  Edition. 

Cr.  too.     js.  tut. 

THE  QUEST  OF  GLORY.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  GOVERNOR  OF  ENGLAND.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  CARNIVAL  OF  FLORENCE.  Fifth 
Edition,  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

MR.  WASHINGTON.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  js.  net. 

"  BECAUSE  OF  THESE  THINGS.  .  .  ." 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7*.  net. 

THE  THIRD  ESTATE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Burroughs  (Edgar  Rice).  THE  RETURN 
OF  TARZAN.  Fcaf.  too.  ts.  net. 

THE  BEASTS  OF  TARZAN.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  6s.  net. 

THE  SON  OF  TARZAN.    Cr.  too.    js.  net. 
A  PRINCESS  OF  MARS.    Cr.%vo.    y.  net. 

Castle  (Agnes  and  Egerton).  THE 
GOLDEN  BARRIER.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Conrad  (Joseph).  A  SET  OF  SIX.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

VICTORY :  AN  ISLAND  TALE.  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  gs.  net. 

Conyers  (Dorothea).  SANDY  MARRIED. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7s.  net. 

OLD  ANDY.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Boo.    7*. 

net. 
THE  BLIGHTING  OF  BARTRAM.  Third 

Edition.    Cr.  too.    js.  net. 

B.  E.  N.     Cr  too.     7*.  net. 

Corelli  (Marie).  A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO 
WORLDS,  rhirty-fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
js.  6d.  net. 

VENDETTA  ;  OR,  THE  STORY  OF  ONE  FOR- 
GOTTEN. Thirty-fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
&s.  net. 

THELMA:  A  NORWEGIAN  PRINCESS. 
Fifty-ninth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  8s.  6d.  net. 

ARDATH :  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD  SELF. 
Twenty-fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7*.  &/. 
net. 


THE  SOUL  OF  LIL1TH.  Twentieth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  7$.  net. 

WORMWOOD:  A  DRAMA  OF  PARIS. 
Twenty-second  Edition.  Cr.  too.  Bs.  net. 

BARABBAS:  A  DRF.AM  OF  THE  WORLD'S 
TRAGEDY.  Fiftieth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  8s. 
net. 

THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Sixty-third 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN.  Eighteenth 
Edition.  184/4  Thousand.  Cr.  Szw. 
8s.  6d.  net. 

TEMPORAL  POWER:  A  STUDY  IN 
SUPREMACY.  Second  Edition.  i$oth 
Thousand.  Cr.  too.  6s.  net. 

GOD'S  GOOD  MAN :  A  SIMPLE  LOVE 
STORY.  Twentieth  Edition.  i$gth  Thou- 
sand. Cr.  too.  8s.  6d.  net. 

HOLY  ORDERS :  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  A 
QUIET  LIFE.  7 'hird  Edition.  tzist 
Thousand.  Cr.  too.  8s.  6d.  net. 

THE  MIGHTY  ATOM.  Thirty-si.rth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  6d.  net. 

BOY  :  A  SKETCH.  Twentieth  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  6s.  net. 

CAMEOS.  Fifteenth  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
6s.  net. 

THE  LIFE  EVERLASTING.  Eighth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  8s.  6a.  net. 

Crockett  (S.  R.).  LOCHINVAR.  Illus- 
trated.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Doyle  (Sir  A.  Conan).  ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.  Twelfth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7*. 
net. 

Dudeney  (Wra.  H.).  THIS  WAY  OUT. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Pry  (B.  and  C.  B.).  A  MOTHER'S  SON. 
Fifth  Edition  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Harraden  (Beatrice).  THE  GUIDING 
THREAD.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
js.  net. 

Hichens  (Robert).  THE  PROPHET  OF 
BERKELEY  SQUARE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

TONGUES  OF  CONSCIENCE.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  grtf.  ?s.  net. 
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FELIX  :  THREE  YEARS  IN  A  LIFE.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  WOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN  Eighth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  75.  net. 

BYEWAYS.    Cr.  too.    7*-  net. 

THE  GARDEN  OF  ALLAH.  Twenty- 
sixth  Edition.  Illustrated.  Cr.  too.  Bs.  (><1. 
net. 


THE    CALL    OF 

Edition.     Cr.  toe 


THE    BLOOD. 

,     9s.  6d.  net. 


Ninth 


Second  Edition.     Cr. 


BARBARY  SHEEP. 
too.    6s.  net. 

THE  DWELLER  ON  THE  THRESHOLD. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  WAY  OF  AMBITION.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

IN  THE  WILDERNESS.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  7S.  net. 

Hope  (Anthony).  A  CHANGE  OF  AIR. 
Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  75.  net. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Seventh  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  js.  net. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  AN- 
TONIO. Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js. 
net. 

PHROSO.  Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  ^s.  net. 

SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  KING'S  MIRROR.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  7-y.  net. 

QUISANTE.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  is. 
net. 

THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.  Cr.  too.  7s. 
net. 

TALES  OF  TWO  PEOPLE.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

A  SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC.  Illus- 
trated. Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

MRS.  MAXON  PROTESTS.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

A  YOUNG  MAN'S  YEAR.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  ^s.  net. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe).  MR.  HORROCKS, 
PURSER.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too  js. 
net. 

FIREMEN  HOT.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  js.  net. 

CAPTAIN  KETTLE  ON  THE  WAR- 
PATH. Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

RED    HERRINGS.     Cr.  too.    6s.  net. 


Jacobs  (W.  W.).  MANY  CARGOES. 
Thirty-third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  5$.  net. 
Also  Cr.  Svo,  2S.  6d.  net. 

SEA  URCHINS.    Nineteenth  Edition.     Cr. 
%vo.     5^.  net. 
A  ho  Cr.  8vo,     3  j.  6d.  net. 

A  MASTER  OF  CRAFT.  Illustrated. 
Eleventh  Edition.  Cr.  8zro.  55.  net. 

LIGHT  FREIGHTS.  Illustrated.  Fifteenth 
Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  $s.  net. 

THE  SKIPPER'S  WOOING.  Twelfth 
Edition.  Cr.  &vo.  $s.  net. 

ATSUNWICHPORT.  Illustrated.  Eleventh 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  $s.  net. 

DIALSTONE  LANE.  Illustrated.  Eighth 
Edition.  Cr.  &vo  $s.  net. 

ODD  CRAFT.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  8w.  sj.  net. 

THE  LADY  OF  THE  BARGE.  Illustrated. 
Tenth  Edition.  Cr.  Bzw.  5*.  net. 

SALTHAVEN.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvff.  5J.  net. 

SAILORS'  KNOTS.  Illustrated.  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bv0.  $s.  net. 

SHORT  CRUISES.  Third  Edition.  Cr 
%vo.  ss.  net. 

King  (Basil).  THE  LIFTED  VEIL.  Cr. 
Bvo.  js.  net. 

Lethbridge  (Sybil  C.).  ONE  WOMAN'S 
HERO.  Cr.  Zvo.  js.  net. 

London  (Jack).  WHITE  FANG.  Ninth 
Edition.  Cr.  Boo.  js.  net. 

Lowndes  (Mrs.  Belloc).  THE  LODGER. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Lucas  (E.  Y.).  LISTENER'S  LURE :  AN 
OBLIQUE  NARRATION.  Twelfth  Edition. 
Fcap.  too.  6s.  net. 

OVER  BEMERTON'S:  AN  EASY-GOING 
CHRONICLE.  Sixteenth  Edition.  Fcap. 
too.  6s.  net. 

MR.  INGLESIDE.  Thirteenth  Edition. 
Fcap.  too.  6s.  net. 

LONDON  LAVENDER.  Twelfth  Edition. 
Fcaj>.  toe.  6s.  net. 

LANDMARKS.     Fifth   Edition.     Cr.  too. 

7s.  net. 
THE  VERMILION  BOX.     Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  too.    js.  net. 

Lyall  (Edna).  DERRICK  VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST.  44/A  Thousand.  Cr.  too. 
5*.  nit- 
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McKenna  (Stephen).  SONIA  :  BETWEEN 
Two  WORLDS.  Sixteenth  Edition.  Cr.  tew. 
Bs.  net. 

NINETY-SIX  HOURS'  LEAVE.  Fifth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7$.  net. 

THIS   SIXTH   SENSE.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s.net. 

MIDAS  &  SON.     Cr.  %vo.     Bs.  net. 

Macnaughtan  (8,).  PETER  AND  JANE. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

Maiet  (Lucas).  'I  HE  HISTORY  OF  SIR 
RICHARD  CALMADY:  A  ROMANCE. 
Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Sixteenth  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  CARISSIMA.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr 
Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.).  CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s. 
net. 

Maxwell  (W.  B.).  VIVIEN.  Thirteenth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  7s.  net. 

THE  GUARDED  FLAME.  Seventh  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

ODD  LENGTHS.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
75.  net. 

HILL  RISE.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s. 
net. 

THE  REST  CURE.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  73.  net. 

Milne  (A.  A.).    THE  DAY'S  PLAY.    Sixth 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.    75.  net. 
ONCE  A  WEEK.     Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 

Morrison  (Arthur).     TALES  OF  MEAN 

STREETS.  Seventh  Edition.    Cr.Bvo.    75. 

net. 
A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.    Sixth  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 
THE    HOLE    IN    THE    WALL.      Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 
DIVERS  VANITIES.     Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 

Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).    MASTER  OF 

MEN.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 
THE    MISSING    DELORA.       Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    75.  net. 
THE  DOUBLE  LIFE  OF  MR.  ALFRED 

BURTON.    Second  Edition.     Cr.Bvo.     7s. 

net. 
A  PEOPLE'S  MAN.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 

Bvo.     js.  net. 
MR.  GREX  OF  MONTE  CARLO.     Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     js.  net. 


THE  VANISHED  MESSENGER.     Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     js.  net, 
THE  HILLMAN.     Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 

Oxcnham  (John).  A  WEAVER  OF 
WEBS.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  7s.  net. 

PROFIT  AND  LOSS.  Sixth  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  SONG  OF  HYACINTH,  AND  OTHER 
STORIES.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s. 
net. 

LAURISTONS.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo. 
7s.  net. 

THE  COIL  OF  CARNE.  Sixth  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  QUEST  OF  THE  GOLDEN  ROSE. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

MARY  ALL-ALONE.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  7s.  net. 

BROKEN   SHACKLES.     Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     7s.  net. 
"1914."     Third  Edition.    Cr.  Boo.     7s.net. 

Parker  (Gilbert).  PIERRE  AND  HIS 
PEOPLE.  Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s. 
net. 

MRS.  FALCHION.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.  Illus- 
trated. Tenth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  : 
THE  STORY  OF  A  LOST  NAPOLEON.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH: 
THE  LAST  ADVENTURES  OF  '  PRETTY 
PIERRE.'  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.  Illus- 
trated. Twentieth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s. 
net. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG:  A 
ROMANCE  OF  Two  KINGDOMS.  Illustrated. 
Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

THE    POMP    OF    THE    LAVILETTES. 

Third  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s.  net. 

NORTHERN  LIGHTS.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

Perrin  (Alice).  THE  CHARM.  Fifth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).  CHILDREN  OF  THE 
MIST.  Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  7s.  net. 
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THE  HUMAN  BOY.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Szv.  js.  net. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  RIVER.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.too.  is. 
net. 

THE  AMERICAN  PRISONER.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

DEMETER'S  DAUGHTER.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvff.  js.  net. 

THE  HUMAN  BOY  AND  THE  WAR. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Ridge  (W.  Pett).  A  SON  OF  THE 
STATE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7s. 
net. 

THE  REMINGTON  SENTENCE.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

MADAME  PRINCE.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  Js.  net. 

TOP  SPEED.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
75.  net. 

SPECIAL  PERFORMANCES.  Cr.  too. 
6s.  net. 

THE  BUSTLING  HOURS.  Cr.  too.  7s. 
net. 

Rohmer  (Sax).  THE  DEVIL  DOCTOR. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  SI-FAN  MYSTERIES.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

TALES  OF  SECRET  EGYPT.  Cr.  too. 
6s.  net. 

THE  ORCHARD  OF  TEARS.  Cr.  too. 
6s  net. 

Swinnsrton  (P.).  SHOPS  AND  HOUSES. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 


Wells  (H.  0.).  BEALBY.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

Williamson  (G.  N.  and  A.  H.).  THE 
LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR :  THE 
STRANGE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MOTOR  CAR. 
Illustrated.  Twenty-second  Edition.  Cr. 
too.  js.  net. 

THE  PRINCESS  PASSES:  A  ROMANCE 
OF  A  MOTOR.  Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

LADY   BETTY   ACROSS   THE  WATER. 

Nineteenth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     js.  net. 

SCARLET  RUNNER.  Illustrated.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

LORD  LOVELAND  DISCOVERS 
AMERICA.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  too.  7s.  net. 

THE  GOLDEN  SILENCE.  Illustrated. 
Eighth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  GUESTS  OF  HERCULES.  Illus- 
trated. Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

IT  HAPPENED  IN  EGYPT.  Illustrated. 
Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  LEGION.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  js.  net. 

THE  SHOP  GIRL.    Cr.  too.    7s.  net. 

THE  LIGHTNING  CONDUCTRESS. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  7s.  net. 

SECRET  HISTORY.     Cr.  too.    75.  net. 

THE  LOVE  PIRATE.    Illustrated.     Third 
Edition.     Cr.  too.     js.  net. 
Also  Cr.  too.     3J.  6d.  net. 

CRUCIFIX  CORNER.    Cr.  too.    6s.  net. 


Wilson  (Roraer).    MARTIN  SCHULER 
Cr.  too.    js.  mt. 


GETTING  WELL  OF  DOROTHY,  THE. 
W.  K.  Clifford.     6*.  net. 

GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE,  A.      L.  T.  Meade. 
HONOURABLE  Miss,  THE.     L.  T.  Meadc. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

Illustrated.     Crown  8z/<?.     5_r.  net, 
Mrs. 


MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOYAGE.    W.  Clark 

Russell. 
RED  GRANGE,  THE.      Mrs.  Molesworth. 

THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  PRINCK.    Mrs.  M.  E, 
Mann. 
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ABANDONED.    W.  Clark  Russell. 

ADVENTURES  OF  DR.  WHITTY,  THE.  George 
A.  Birmingham. 

ANGLO-INDIANS,  THE.     Alice  Perrin. 
ANNA  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS.     Arnold  Bennett. 
ANTHONY  CUTHBERT.     Richard  Bagot. 
BABES  IN  THE  WOOD.     B.  M.  Croker. 
BAD  TIMES,  THE.     George  A.  Birmingham. 
BARBARY  SHEEP.     Robert  Hichens. 
BECAUSE  OF  THESE  THINGS.  .  .  .     Marjorie 

Bowen. 

BELOVED  ENEMY,  THE.     E.  Maria  Albanesi. 
BELOW  STAIRS.     Mrs.  Alfred  Sidgwick. 

BOTOR  CHAPERON,  THK.     C.  N.  and  A.  M. 

Williamson. 

BOY.     Marie  Corelli. 

BRANDED  PRINCE,  THE.    Weatherby  Chesney. 

BKOKEN  SHACKLES.    John  Oxenham. 

BROOM  SQUIRE,  THE.     S.  Baring-Gould. 

BURIED  ALIVE.     Arnold  Bennett. 

BYEWAYS.     Robert  Hichens. 

CALL  OF  THE  BLOOD,  THE.     Robert  Hichens. 

CAMEOS.     Marie  Corelli. 

CARD,  THE.     Arnold  Bennett. 

CARISSIMA,  THE.     Lucas  Malet. 

CKASE  FIRE.    J.  M.  Cobban. 

CHANCE.    Joseph  Conrad. 

CHANGE  IN  THE  CABINET,  A     Hilaire  Belloc. 

CHINK  IN  THE  ARMOUR,  THE.  Mrs.  Belloc 
Lowndes. 

CHRONICLES  OF  A  GEKMAN  TOWN.  The 
Author  of  "  Mercia  in  Germany." 

COIL  OF  CARNE,  THE.    John  Oxenham. 

CONVERT,  THE.    Elizabeth  Robins. 

COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION,  A.    Lucas  Malet. 

CROOKED  WAY,  THE.     William  Le  Queux. 

DAN  RUSSEL  THE  Fox.  E.  CE.  Somerville 
and  Martin  Ross. 

DARNELEY  PLACE.     Richard  Bagot. 

DEAD  MEN  TELL  NO  TALES.  E.  W.  Hor- 
nung. 

DEMETER'S  DAUGHTER.     Eden  Phillpotts. 

DEMON,  THE.     C.  N.  and  A.  M.  Williamson. 


DESERT  TRAIL,  THE.     Dane  Coolidge. 
DEVIL  DOCTOR,  THE.     Sax  Rohmer. 
DOUBLE    LIFE    OF   MR.    ALFRED    BURTON 

THE.     E.  Phillips  Oppenheim. 
DUKB'S  MOTTO,  THE.    J.  H.  McCarthy. 
EMMANUEL  BURDEN.     Hilaire  Belloc. 
END    OF    HER    HONEYMOON,    THE.        Mrs. 

Belloc  Lowndes. 

FAMILY,  THE.     Elinor  Mordaunt. 
FIRE  IN  STUBBLE.     Baroness  Orczy. 
FIREMEN  HOT.    C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNR. 
FLOWER  OF  THE  Dusx.     Myrtle  Reed. 
GATE  OF  THE  DESERT,  THE.  John  Oxenham. 
GATES  OF  WRATH,  THE.    Arnold  Bennett. 
GENTLEMAN    ADVENTURER,    THE.      H     C 

Bailey. 

GOLDEN  CENTIPEDE,  THE.    Louise  Gerard. 
GOLDEN  SILENCE,  THE.     C.  N.  and  A.  M. 

Williamson. 

GOSSAMER.     George  A.  Birmingham. 
GOVERNOR    OF    ENGLAND,    THE.      Marjorie 

Bowen. 

GREAT  LADY,  A.    Adeline  Sergeant. 
GREAT  MAN,  A.    Arnold  Bennett. 
GUARDED  FLAME,  THE.    W.  B.  Maxwell. 
GUIDING  THREAD,  THE.     Beatrice  Harraden. 
HALO,  THE.     Baroness  von  Hutten. 
HAPPY    HUNTING    GROUND,    THE.      Alice 

Perrin. 

HAPPY  VALLEY,  THE.     B.  M.  Croker. 
HEART  OF  HIS  HEART.    E.  Maria  Albanesi. 
HEART    OF    THE    ANCIENT    WOOD,    THE. 

Charles  G.  D.  Roberts. 
HEATHER  MOON,  THE.    C.  N.  and  A.  M. 

Williamson. 

HERITAGE  OF  PHRIL:  A.    A.  W.  Marchrnont. 
HIGHWAYMAN,  The.     H.  C.  Bailey. 
HILLMAN,  THE.     E.  Phillips  Oppenheim. 
HILL  RISE.     W.  B.  Maxwell. 

HOUSE    OF    SERRAVALLE,    THE.      Richard 
Bagot. 

HYENA  OK  KAI.LU,  THE.     Louise  Gerard. 
ISLAND  PRINCESS,  His     W.  Clark  Russell, 
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JANE.     Marie  Corelli. 

JOHANNA.    B.  M.  Croker. 

JOSEPH.     Frank  Danby. 

JOSHUA  DAVIDSON,  COMMUNIST.  E.  Lynn 
Lin  ton. 

Joss,  THE.     Richard  Marsh. 

KINSMAN,  THE.     Mrs.  Alfred  Sidgwick. 

KNIGHT  OF  SPAIN,  A.     Marjorie  Bowen. 

LADY  BETTY  ACROSS  THE  WATER.  C.  N. 
and  A.  M.  Williamson. 

LALAGE'S  LOVERS.     George  A.  Birmingham. 

LANTERN  BEARERS,  THE.  Mrs.  Alfred  Sidg- 
wick. 

LAURISTONS.     John  Oxenham. 

LAVENDER  AND  OLD  LACE.     Myrtle  Reed. 

LIGHT  FREIGHTS.    W.  W.  Jacobs. 

LODGER,  THE.     Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 

LONG  ROAD,  THE.    John  Oxenham. 

LOVE  AND  LOUISA.     E.  Maria  Albanesi. 

LOVE  PIRATE,  THE.  C  N.  and  A.  M. 
Williamson. 

MARY  ALL- ALONE.    John  Oxenham. 
MASTER  OF  THE  VINEYARD.     Myrtle  Reed. 
MASTER'S  VIOLIN,  THE.     Myrtle  Reed. 
MAX  CARKADOS.     Ernest  Bramah. 
MAYOR  OF  TROY,  THE.     "Q." 
MESS  DECK,  THE.    W.  F.  Shannon. 
MIGHTY  ATOM,  THE.     Marie  Corelli. 
MIRAGE.     E.  Temple  Thurston. 
MISSING  DELORA,  THE,     E.  Phillips  Oppen- 

hcim. 
MR.  GREX  OF  MONTE  CARLO.       E.  Phillips 

Oppenheim. 

MR.  WASHINGTON.    Marjorie  Bowen. 
MRS.  MAXON  PROTESTS.    Anthony  Hope. 
MRS.  PKTER  HOWARD.    Mary  E.  Mann. 
MY     DANISH     SWEETHEART.       W.     Clark 

Russell. 

MY  FKIEND  THE  CHAUFFEUR.      C.  N.  and 

A.  M.  Williamson. 

MY  HUSBAND  AND  I.     Leo  Tolstoy. 
MY  LADY  OF  SHADOWS.    John  Oxenham. 
MYSTERY  OF  DR.   FU-MANCHU,   THE.     Sax 

Rohmer. 
MYSTERY    OF    THE    GREEN    HEART,    THE. 

Max  Pemberton. 

NINE  DAYS'  WONDER,  A.     B.  M.  Croker. 


NINE  TO  SIX-THIRTY.    W.  Pett  Ridge. 
OCEAN  SLEUTH,  THE.     Maurice  Drake. 
OLD  ROSE  AND  SILVER.     Myrtle  Reed. 
PATHS  OF  THE  PRUDENT,  THE.  J.  S.  Fletcher. 
PATHWAY    OF   THE    PIONEER,    THE.      Dolf 

Wyllarde. 

PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS.    B.  M.  Croker. 
PEOPLE'S  MAN,  A.     E.  Phillips  Oppenheim. 
PETER  AND  JANE.     S.  Macnaughtan. 
POMP  OF  THE  LAVILETTES,  THE.     Sir  Gilbert 

Parker. 

QUEST  OF  GLORY,  THE.     Marjorie  Bowen. 
QUEST  OF  THE  GOLDEN  ROSE,  THE.    John 

Oxenham. 

REGENT,  THE.     Arnold  Bennett. 
REMINGTON    SENTENCE,     THK.      W.    Pett 

Ridge. 

REST  CURE,  THE.    W.  B.  Maxwell. 
RETURN    OP    TARZAN,    THE.     Edgar    Rice 

Burroughs. 

ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.   Sir  A.  Conan  Doyle. 
ROYAL  GEORGIB.     S.  Baring-Gould. 

SAID,  THE  FISHERMAN.  Marmaduke  Pick- 
thall. 

SALLY.     Dorothea  Conyers. 

SALVING  OF  A  DERELICT,  THE.  Maurice 
Drake. 

SANDY  MARRIED.    Dorothea  Conyers. 
SEA  CAPTAIN,  THE.     H.  C.  Bailey. 
SEA  LADY,  THE.     H.  G.  Wells. 
SEARCH  PARTY,  THE.  George  A.  Birmingham. 
SECRET  AGENT,  THE.    Joseph  Conrad. 
SECRET  HISTORY.    C.  N.  and  A.  M.  William- 
son. 
SECRET  WOMAN,  THE.     Eden  Phillpotts. 

SET  IN  SILVER.  C.  N.  and  A.  M,  William- 
son. 

SEVASTOPOL,  AND  OTHER  STORIES.  Leo 
Tolstoy. 

SEVERINS,  THE.     Mrs.  Alfred  Sidgwick. 

SHORT  CRUISES.    W.  W.  Jacobs. 

SI-FAN  MYSTERIES,  THE.     Sax  Rohmer. 

SPANISH  GOLD.     George  A.  Birmingham. 

SPINNER  IN  THE  SUN,  A.     Myrtle  Reed. 

STREET  CALLED  STRAIGHT,  THE.  Basil 
King. 

SUPREME  CRIME,  THE.     Dorothea  Gerard. 

TALES  OF  MEAN  STREETS.     Arthur  Morrison. 

TARZAN  OF  THE  APES.  Edgar  Rice  Bur- 
roughs. 
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TF.KKSA    OF    WATLING    STREET.       Arnold 

Bennett. 

THERE  WAS  A  CKOOKED  MAN.    Dolf  Wyllarde. 
TYRANT,  THE.     Mrs.  Henry  de  la  Pasture. 
UNDER  WESTERN  EYES.    Joseph  Conrad. 
UNOFFICIAL      HONEYMOON,      THE.        Dolf 

Wyllarde. 
VALLEY   OF    THE    SHADOW,'  THE.      William 

Le  Queux. 

VjkciNiA  PERFECT.     Peggy  Webling. 
WALLET  OF  KAI  LUNG.     Ernest  Bramah, 
WAR    WEDDING,  THE.      C.    N.  and  A.    M. 

Williamson. 

WARE  CASE,  THE.     George  Pleydell. 
WAY  HOME,  THE.     Basil  King. 


WAY  OF  THESE  WOMEN,  THF..     E.  Phillips 
Oppenheim. 

WEAVER  OF  DREAMS,  A.  Myrtle  Reed. 
WEAVER  OF  WEBS,  A.  John  Oxenham. 
WEDDING  DAY,  THE.  C.  N.  and  A.  M. 

Williamson. 

WHITE  FANG.    Jack  London. 
WILD  OLIVE,  THE.    Basil  King. 

WILLIAM,  BY  THE  GRACE  OF  GOD.     Marjorie 
Bo  wen. 

WOMAN    WITH    THE    FAN,    THE.      Robert 

Hichens. 

WO2.     Maurice  Drake. 

WONDER  OF  LOVE,  THE.     E.  Maria  Albanesi. 
YELLOW  CLAW,  THE.     Sax  Rohmer. 
YELLOW  DIAMOND,  THE.     Adeline  Sergeant. 
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BARBARA  REBELL.     Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 
BY  STROKE  OF  SWORD.     Andrew  Balfour. 

DERRICK      VAUGHAN,      NOVELIST.        Edna 
Lyall. 

HOUSE  OF   WHISPERS,    THE.      William   Le 
Queux. 

INCA'S  TREASURE,  THE      E.  Glanville. 


KATHERINE   THE    ARROGANT.     Mrs.  B.  M. 
Croker. 

MOTHER'S  SON,  A.     B.  and  C.  B.  Fry. 
PROFIT  AND  Loss.     John  Oxenham. 
RED  DERELICT,  THE.     Bertram  Mitford. 
SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER,  THE.    Bertram  Mitford. 
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